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INTRODUCTION 

Cyubeline 
A Winter's Tale 
The Tempest 
King Henry VIII. 



The fame achieved by Shakespeare in the prime 
of life remained unchallenged through his closing 
years. He had not the embitterment of seeing 
his star wane at the zenith, or his personal credit 
suffer edipse. He did not fall as Greene and 
Marlowe fell — as fell, one by one, his greatest 
contemporaries in literature and at court. Leices- 
ter, Essex, Raleigh, Spencer, Bacon, and Ben 
Jonson — aU passed sooner or later into the obscurity 
of poverty, failure, or sodal disgrace. Shakespeare 
remained the laureate of his generation. It was 
not until the Elizabethans — the audiences he 
had created, the men who had worked with him 
and acted on the same boards — had passed away, 
and the crowning tribute had been paid him by 
his fellow-actors, Heminge and Condell, in the 
publication of the First Folio of 1633, that the 
tide of favour turned against him, and a change 
came over the scholars' estimate of his genius. 
Voltaire described Shakespeare as "a writer of 
monstrous farces called tragedies," and his poetry 
as " the fruit of the imagination of an intoxicated 
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savage," Another and now forgotten critic, 
Edwards byname, ruled that "poor Shakespeare" 
must be excluded from .the number of good 
tragedians, "yet as Homer from the Republic of 
Plato, with marks of distinction and veneration." 
Pope, voicing the apologetic stage that followed 
the condemnatory, argued that his "wrong choice 
of subjects, wrong conduct of incidents, false 
thoughts, and forced expressions, are the result 
of having to please the lowest of the people and 
keep the worst of company." Dr. Johnson, 
with the sweeping remark that "Shakespeare 
seems to be without moral purpose," goes over his 
plays, one by one, and dismisses each (as Hallam 
puts it) "like a school-boy's exercise." Lesstng, 
in Germany, and Coleridge, in England, strudt 
the first notes of a true appreciation of Shake- 
speare, but not until his plays had been sub- 
jected to all kinds of indignities by Restoration 
dramatists, from Dryden downwards, who mangled, 
"bowdlerized," and re-adapted them witiiout 
scruple, for what they were pleased to consider 
more cultured ears. The "polite version" of The 
Tempest, produced by Dryden and Davenant in 
1667, was one of the most flagrant instances of this. 
But the process vrent on through another century. 
In 1748, Nahum Tate— of the "Tate and Brady" 
partners, at whose door lies the perpetration of the 
metrical version of the Psalms — re-adapted "the 
droll of Lear and his three daughters, an obscure 
piece recommended to his notice by a friend " ; and 
it was played in a booth on the bowling-green 
- behind Mermaid Court, Southwark, not far from 
Tate's own house in the Mint As late as 1793, 
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the Sonnets were contemptuously rejected by 
critics of tlie best repute. 

That Shakespeare smarted under the popularity 
of the baser kinds of shows in theatres, which 
forced him often to buy the favour of audiences 
with realistic incident and comic relief, is shown 
in unmistakable hints scattered throughout his 
writings, from the oft-quoted plaint in the Sonnets 
about the "dyer's hand subdued to what Jt worlts 
in," to Trinculo's allusion in Tke Tempest to the 
"holiday fools" of England, where "any strange 
beast makes a man; — when they will not give a 
doit to relieve a lame beggar, they will lay out ten 
to see a dead Indian." Sir Philip Sidney com- 
plained bitterly of the Elizabethan clown "thrust 
in by head and shoulders to play a part in majestical 
matters with neither decency nor discretion." 
But the down served as a compromise with those 
Bankside merrymakers who have told us in 
letters and diaries of the period how they beat 
Sackerson, the favourite bear of Paris Garden, 
"till the blood ran down," and were "mightily 
entertained" thereby. 

The production of Cymbdine, in 1610 or early 
In 1611, is recorded, without an exact date, by Dr. 
Simon Forman, an astrologer of King James's 
reign and an ardent play-goer, whose diary gives 
many interesting notes of Shakespearean perform- 
ances. The position of this play at the end of the 
First Folio has caused some critics to regard its 
insertion rather as an afterthought; and its im- 
perfect text certainly inclines us to think it was 
printed from rough notes awaiting Shakespeare's 
final revision. But there is no lack of finish in the 
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structure of the plot, which is a skilful combination 
of three separate narrative-threads. Nor is the 
characterization less subtle, less masterly, than in 
the dramas to which it is akin; with the exception, 
perhaps, of the presentation of Cloten, who is 
shown us first as a fool merely, but afterwards as a 
more responsible and, therefore, more contemptible 
thing. Imogen has always been one of the most 
beloved of Shakespeare's heroines. Mr. Sidney 
Lee calls her "the crown and flower of his con- 
ception of tender and artless womanhood," and 
adds, "her husband, Posthumus, her rejected 
lover Cloten, and her would-be seducer ladiimo, 
are contrasted with her and with each other with 
consummate ingenuity." The main plot is the 
love-story of Posthumus and Imogen, based on a 
tale in Boccaccio's Decameron (Day II., Novel 9), 
describing "how Bemabo of Genoa, duped by 
Ambrogiuolo, loseth his good, and commandeth 
that his innocent wife be put to death. She 
escapetb and serveth the Soldan in a man's habit. 
Here she lighteth upon the deceiver of her husband 
and bringeth the latter to Alexandria, where, her 
traducer being punished, she resumeth woman's 
app>arel and retumeth with her husband, rich." 
The story of this heroine, Ginevra, the Imogen 
of Cymbeline, is also told in a collection of stories 
called Westward jor Smelts, which Shakes[>eare had 
already drawn upon in the Merry Wives of Windsor, 
and which is said to have been pubUshed, under 
the name of Kinde KU oj Kingston, in 1603, 
though no edition earUer than 1620 has been foimd. 
For the setting of the drama, Shakespeare freely 
adapted a fragment of early British history, taken 
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from HoliDshed, with a bye-plot of his own ioven- 
tioD dealing with the banishment of Belarius and 
his adoption of his foster-sons. Nowhere b 
Shakespeare's chronology more hopelessly at sea 
than when he makes the andent British courtiers 
jest with one another in the Calvinistic terms of 
"election" and "grace." But the romantic 
element in the drama covers many historical 
discrepancies, and the political dinouement is no 
less in the "happy-ever-after" spirit of a fairy-tale. 
"So quixotic a surrender," remarks Mr. Boas, 
"of the fruits of a hard-fought campaign, is a 
fitting dose to a work whose fantastic remoteness 
from ordinary experience gives it much of its 
peculiar charm." The introduction of Celtic 
Britain links Cymbdine, on the one hand, to Lear, 
and a considerable part of the last three acts may 
well have been written at the same ume as that 
tragedy, about the year 1606. But the main 
interest of the drama, as a study of a husband's 
unworthy jealousy of a noble wUe, Unks it back- 
wards to OtheUo and forwards to A Winter's Tale. 
The villainous lachimo obtains Imogen's ring and 
bracelet from her hand at night, and uses them, as 
lago uses Desdemona's handkerchief, to flaunt 
before an easily duped husband as proofs of her 
unfaithfulness. Posthumus falls even more readily 
than Othello into the snare, and entirely forfeits 
our sympathies by his brutal plotting of Imogen's 
punishment — engaging agents to put her to death. 
The "vision" in Act V., Sc. 4, which reveals the 
tissue of errors and brings the action to a climax, 
is condemned by Mr. Lee and others as a "pitiful 
mummery" and probably spurious. It may have 
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been inserted, like the "visions" in Pericles and 
King Henry VIII., and possibly the Masque in 
the Tempest, with a view to performance at court. 
But there can be no doubt of the genuineness of 
the splendid lyric that occurs in this play — "Fear 
no more the heat o' the sun." 

But more ignoble, and less excusable, than the 
jealousy of Othelio, or of Posthumus even, la the 
jealousy of Leontes in A Winter's Tale. In a 
mature man, the husband of a wife and mother 
universally honoured and beloved, it strikes us as 
an almost inconceivable piece of spoilt-childishness, 
and only the rare dignity and beauty of Hermione 
and the loyalty of Paulina save it from making the 
drama irredeemably grotesque. Compared with 
the desolate anguish of Othello, the passion of 
Leontes is a gross personal resentment; and when, 
at last, he realises the blunder that provoked it, we 
feel, as in many similar situations created by 
Shakespeare, that the forgiveness of a generous 
and long-suffering woman is all too easily won. 
But forgiveness and reconciliation are the dominant 
notes of the three romantic comedies that close 
Shakespeare's imaginative work. Imt^en, Her- 
mione, and Prospero stand out as types of gracious, 
beneficent, and atoning powers. 

There is a certain irony in the derivation of A 
Winter's Tale from a popular novel called The 
Triumph of Time, by the same Robert Greene, who, 
from his death-bed, in 1593, had sneered at the 
young Shakespeare as an "upstart crow beautified 
with our feattiers." This work, which was also 
called Pandosto, or Doraslus and Faunia, was a 
curious blend of the Euphuistlc style with the 
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pastoralism made fashionable by Sir Philip 
Sidney's Arcadia. It violates all structural prin- 
ciples of art, and is made up of two wholly dis- 
similar and unconnected tales, to which not even 
Siiakespeare's dramatic genius could give any 
unity of motive or action. In A Winter's Tale, 
Shakespeare altered the names and places, added 
the characters of Paulina, Antigonus, and Autoly- 
cus, gave fresh and more convincing form to the 
scene in which Leontes consults the oracle, and 
greatly ennobled the figure and action of Hennione. 
But the play remains a medley of scenes and times; 
Delphos is an island, an Italian sculptor carves 
the statue of a Russian Emperor's daughter; the 
oracles of Greece flourish side by side with War- 
wickshire Whitsun pastorals; and Bohemia is 
given a eea-coast— an oft-quoted geographical 
error which Shakespeare merely copied from 
Greene. For freshness of pastoral incident, it has 
been placed at the head of all Shakespeare's 
presentations of country life; and we notice, 
throughout this last group of plays, a new tenderness 
and deUcacy in his treatment of youth; a trans- 
figuring touch that lifts Ferdinand and Miranda, 
Florizel and Perdita, and the boy companions of 
Belarius, quite above the precocious and slightly 
pri^ish young [leople of the earlier dramas. 

Mr. GoUancz, noticing the Greek element in 
Shakespeare's naming oi his characters, calls 
attention also to the Alcestis motive of the 
closing scene of A Winter's Tale, and compares 
this with the ending of the tragi-comedy of 
Euripides. It culminates almost in the words of 
Admetus: — 
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" O form and feature of my dearest wife, 
Against all hope thou once a^aJn art mine!" 

Alcestis dares not speak to Admetus for three 
days, and similarly Hermione keeps silence at 
first towards her reconciled lord. Shakespeare 
probably took Autolycus from Ovid's Metamor- 
phoses; but a slight sketch of him, as a dweller on 
Parnassus and the grandfather of Ulysses, is given 
in Homer's Odyssey, Book XIX. A Winter's 
Tale wa,s first printed in the Folio of 1623, but it is 
alluded to in the Office-book of Sir Henry Herbert 
at that date as "an old play formerly allowed of 
Sir George Buck," who became Master of the 
Revels in 1610. Dr. Simon Forman, in his Book 
oj Plates and Notes thereof, gives an account trf 
its performance at the "Globe" on May 15, 1611, 
and it was acted at court on November S- 

Prospero, the benign magician of The Tempest, 
has often been claimed as Shakespeare's bluest 
type of man. He certainly is unsurpassed in the 
strength and sweetness of a mature nature, tem- 
pered by the experience which has brought 
him through pain and discipline to perfect self- 
possession. He knows when to act gready and 
when to refrain from action; how to renounce 
power, as well as how to use it. When the hour 
for the miracle is past, he is content to take up 
once more the common life of humanity, counting 
it an unworthy thing to seek vengeance or com- 
pensation for himself through agencies which he 
holds in trust for the universal good. 

The Tempest was acted at Court at the beginning 
of the year 1613 ; possibly, to celebrate the marriage 
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of the Princess Elizabeth and the Elector Palatine. 
Dr. Gamett traces a delicate compliment to them 
in the story — the foreign prince comes oversea to 
the island princess who has never left her home, 
and in the end Prospero gains a son, as James I. 
gained one in the Palatine after having recently 
lost one by death. The masque may have been 
spedaliy written and inserted for this perfQimance. 
But the drama itself was dearly founded, either on 
Die Sckone Sidea, by Jacob Ayrer, a notary of 
Niirenberg, who died in 1605, and who wrote many 
adaptations of plays brought to Germany by 
English strolling players in Shakespeare's youth, 
or — as is more likely — on some lost play which 
was the source of both. Many references to 
travellers' tales may have been inspired by Raleigh's 
narrative of his voyage to Guiana, but the most 
striking parallels may be traced in Silvester 
Jourdain's story of the wreck of Sir George 
Somers's ship, the " Sea- Venture," off the Bermudas 
in July, 1609. Prospero's incantation, "Ye ayres 
and windes," resembles, in many phrases, Golding's 
translation of Medea's incantation in Ovid's 
Metamorphoses. Certain of the names are also 
found in Thomas's Htslorye 0} Italye, 1561, and 
others, such as Setebos, in Eden's History 0} 
Travayle, 1577- Ariel may have been taken from 
Heywood's Hierarchie of the Blessed Angels, where 
the name is traced to a Hebrew source, meaning 
lord of the earth. The speech of Gonztdo on his 
ideal commonwealth is taken directly from Florio's 
tianslation of Montaigne's Essays published in 
1603, of which Shakespeare's own autograph copy 
is still preserved. The great indebtedness of 
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Shakespeare to "the first of the modons," act 
only in thought and philosophic observation, but 
in actual imagery and diction, throughout his 
later plays, but more especially in Hamlet and The 
Tempest, has been established by several inde- 
pendent critics, but notably by Mr. John M. 
Robertson in his study of Shakespeare and Mon- 
taigne. The Essays, says this writer, "were the 
Uving quintessence of all Latin diddsm of life and 
a large part of Greek." Of the thirteen passages 
in The Tempest which have served as the libretto 
for songs, two at least have come down to us with 
the music to which they were sung in Shakespeare's 
time — "Full fathoms five," and "Where iJie bee 
sucks"; compiosed by R. Johnson, who, in i6to, 
wrote the music for Middleton's FF*toA,and, in 1611, 
was in the service of Prince Henry, who died in the 
November before The Tempest was produced. 
These lyrics appear in Wilson's collection of 
Cheerful Ayres or Ballads, Oxford, 1660. 

Passing from these complete plays to Shake- 
speare's last collaborations with others — crediting 
lum with three acts of King Henry VIII. and an 
almost negligible part of the Two Noble Kinsmen 
— we cannot but admit, with Professor Dowden, 
"the degradation of his work in the latter case by 
an unclean underplot of Fletcher," while, in the 
former, "all artistic and ethical unity is sacrificed 
to the vulgar demand for an occasional play and a 
spectacle." Internal evidence places the com- 
position of King Henry VIII. in or about the year 
1612, and Mr. Gollancz thinks that the original 
design was for a great historical drama which 
shoiSd include the divorce of Katherine, the fall 
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of Wolsey, the rise of Cranmer, and the final 
separation of the English from the Romish Church; 
but, when a new play was required for some special 
occasion, Shakespeare handed over the manuscript 
to Fletcher, who continued it in the spirit of a 
masque. It was Tennyson who made the first 
suggestion that led to the identification of Fletcher 
as Shakespeare's collaborator here, and scholars 
are now generally agreed in attributing to the latter 
the following portions: Act I., Scs. i and 2; 
Act II., Scs. 3 and 4; Act III., Sc. 2 (to exit of 
king); and Act V.,Sc. i; and to Fletcher, all the 
remainder, including the famous speech of Wolsey. 
Certainly, the trial scene is an integral part of 
Shakespeare's work ; and Queen Katherine, another 
noble and magnanimous sufferer, Is a twin-sister of 
Hermione in A Winter's Tale. But the chronology 
is altogether capricious, and the details gathered 
at haphazard from Holinshed's Chronicle, Hall's 
Union of the Families 0} Lancaster and York, 
George Cavendish's Life 0} Cardinal Wolsey, and 
the Acts and Monuments 0} the Church. 

More interesting, in their reflections of the life 
and times of Shakespeare, are the London allusions 
which abound in this play. Shakespeare lived for 
some years in St. Helen's precinct, almost under 
the shadow of Crosby Place; and it must have 
been at the time of writing King Henry VIII. that 
he bought a house in Blackfriars, where the remains 
of the Blackfriars Monastery were afterwards 
found. This house, which he never seems to have 
occupied, was built partly over a gateway on the 
west side of St. Andrew's Hill, then called Puddle 
Dock Hill, between St. Paul's Wharf and Black- 
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friars Stairs. At that time, the monastery wail 
was still standing; the precinct was a fashionable 
residential quarter, with the Blackfriars Theatre 
hard by. The palace in the play is doubtless 
Bridewell, which was rebuilt in Bride Lane and 
"made stately and beautiful." York Place, 
afterwards called Whitehall, was long the town 
house of the Archbishops of York. Henry VIII. 
changed the name add added a sumptuous gallery 
and gatehouse fronting St. James's Park. St. 
Paul's or "Powle's" became a part of common 
Elizabethan slang, and the rallying-cry of "Clubs! " 
was identified with the London apprentices known 
as "the hope of the Strand." 

The most notable event in connection with the 
production of King Henry VIII. was the burning 
of the "Globe" theatre during a performance on 
June 39, 1613. Various accounts are given of 
this disaster, which seems to have begun with the 
firing of the cannons during the scene at Wolsey's 
house. Several topical ballads describing it were 
also written. It has been suggested that the 
original copy of the play most Skely perished in 
this fire, and that Fletcher's parts may have been 
rewritten by him from memory of scenes which 
at first were Shakespeare's. Not only was the 
"Globe" theatre rebuilt within a year, but this 
interval was seized by the enterprising Henslowe 
for building another new theatre in the Bear- 
Garden close by. This was the "Hope"; designed 
to be "as large as the Swan" and to have a tire- 
house and a movable stage, which could be cleared 
away during "bailing." Pointed references to 
The Tempest and A Wintef's Tale occur in Ben 
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Jonson's Bartholomew Fair, produced at the 
"Hope" in 1614, as well as allusions to the new 
playhouse, not altogether flattering to the builders. 
Much satire is directed to the small tiring-house 
"in which one cannot go upright," and round 
which the author is said to have kicked the stage- 
keeper three or four times. 

But from these rough, though not altogether 
sordid struggles, without which the Enghsh drama 
could never have been established among the 
people that created it, Shakespeare had now with- 
drawn. What little more he had to do for his art 
and his profession was to be done in his native 
town, where even now the "audacity of elected 
persons" was ruling all stage-plays to be "un- 
lawful" and "to be put down." Here died, on 
April 23, 1616, the township's most iUustrious 
rebel, vindicator of the dramatic method to all 
time. What Shakespeare left to Stratford and the 
world can hardly be better summed up than in the 
words of Mr. Walter Bagehot: "The fruits of a 
first-rale imagination working on a first-rate ex- 
perience." Esther Wood. 
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THE TRAGEDIE OF CYMBELINE 



[DRAMATIS PERSONS 

CymbeLinE, king of Britain. 
Cloten, son to the Queen by a former husband. 
PosTKuuus Leonatus, a gentleman, husband to Imogen. 
Belarius, a banished lord, disguised under the name of 

Morgan. 
,, 1 sons to Cnmbeline, diseuised under the 

. V names of Poljdore and Cedwal, sup- 

' ) posed sons to Morgan. 
FHiLMtio, friend to Poslhamus, 1 , .. 
Iachimo, friend to Philario, J 
Caius Lucius, general of the Roman forces. 
Pisa N 10, servant to Poslbumas. 
Cornelius, a physician. 
A Roman Captain. 
Two British Capiains. 
A FienchTTtaa, friend to Philario. 
Two Lords of Cymbeline't court. 
Two Gentlemen of the same. 
Two Gaolers. 

Queen, wife to Cymbeline. 

Imogen, daughter to Cymbeline by a former Queen, 

Helen, a lady attending on Imogen. 

Lords, Ladies, Roman Senators, Tribunes, a Sooth- 
sayer, a Dutchman, a Spaniard, Musicians, Officers, 
Captains, Soldiers, Messengers, and other Attendants. 

ApparitioDs. 

Scene: Britain,- Reme.'^ 
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j4ctus Prinlfis'.' ■ .Sccena Prima. 
[BritMin. The garden ?/ Cy'mhliiie's paiace.^ ■ 
Enter ttne Ofnt!imi,n. ,' ' ' . 
I. Gem! ' ■ '•' 

YOU do not meet a man but Frownes. 
Our bloods' no more obey the Heavens 
Then our Courtiers: ^lemferameals 

Still seeme, is do's the Kings. 

2.Ge>il. But what's the matter? 

I. [Gent.'] His daughter, and the heire oPs king- 
(fcime (whom | 

He purpos'd to his wives sole Sonne, a Widdow lo 
That late he married) hath reierr'd her selfe 
Unto a poore, but worthy Genileman. She's wedded. 
Her Husband banish'd; she imprison'd, all 
Is outward sorrow, though I thinke the King 
Be touch'd at very heart. 

i[Gc«(.] None but the King? 

4-6. a 11. ending blDodi, court Isra-Rawi. 
7. Kimgii klDg-ICKiCHT, 



1. i. 11.38] THE TRAGEDIE 

I [Geat.'\ Hetbat hath losther too: so is the Queene, 

That most desir'd the Match. But not a Courtier, 
Although they wearc their 6ccs to Che bent 
Of (ht }t)ngs lootM^ hath a heart that is not 20 

. C^i H'tf e thing ■the/ tcowle at. 

''■■■'i{t?f»/.1 He"tliafhatTi.mi8s'dthcPrinecsse,is a thing 
too bad, for bad reporf;:ind he that hath her, 
,(I meane, that married ber, alacke good roan, 
* .And therefore banish'd-) is a Creature, such, 
I* 'As to seeke through the" Regions of the Earth 
' for one, his like; thcrf i^atrid'be something failing 
.'•" hi him, that should compaxe." I do not thinke, 
■ l,Sp fetfe an OutWiird,'J.-ajfti4Hch stufie Within ' outside 
*\•^^Jlflo'*o9 a mair, J)ift.1l^e;. ' 3 1 

'\' ,A\^ent.'\ YdijSpjakqllimfarre.^ ^ praise bint highly 
' A^Geitt.^ I -do extend him (Sir) within himselfe. 
Crush" him cogdlh'er, rather then uiibld 
His measure duly. 

2\GentA What's his name, and Birthf 
i[Gf/f/.] I cannot delve him to the roote; His 
Father J 

Was caJl'd Sieillius, who did joyne his Honor 
Against the Romanes, with Cassibulan, 
But bad his Titles by Tenantius, whom 40 

He serv'd with Glory, and admir'd Successe: 
So gain'd the Sur-addidon, Llonatus. 
And had (besides this Gentleman in question) 
Two other Sonne*, who in the Warres o'th'ume 
Dy' de with their Swords in band . For which, their Father 
Then old, and fond of yssue, tooke such sorrow 
That he quit Being; and his gende Lady 
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Bigge of this Gentleman (our Thcame^ deccait 

Aa he was bome. The King he (akea the Babe 

To his protection, cals him Posthumui Leonatus, 50 

Breedes him, and makes him of his Bed-chamber, 

Puts to him all the Learnings that his time 

Could make him the receiver of, which he tooke 

Aa we do ayre, fast as 'twas ministred. 

And in's Spring, became a Harvest: IJv'd in Court 

(Which rare, it ia to do) moat prais'd, most lov'd, 

A sample to the j'ongeat: to ch'more Mature, 

A glasse thatfeated^ them: and to the graver, ^fashUned 

A Childe that guided Dotards, To hia Miacris, 

(For whom he now is banish'd) her owne price 60 

Proclaimea how she esteem'd him; and his Vertue 

By herelcclionmaybetrujj' read, what fcindofnwnheia. 

i[Gtf»/.] I honor him, even out of your report. 
But pray you tell me, is she sole childe to'lh'Kingf 

I \_Gent.'\ His onely childe: 
He had two Sonnes (if this be worth your hearing, 
Marke it) the eldest of them, at three yeares old 
I'th'swathing cloathes, the other from their Nursery 
Were stolne, and to this houre, no ghesse in knowledge 
Which way they went. 70 

arCfn/.l How long is this ago? 

I [Gm/.I Some twenty yearea. 

2[<^Mf.] That a Kinga Children should be so con- 
vey'd, I 

So slackely guarded, and the search ao slow 
That could not trace them. 

I rC^n/.j Howaoere, 'tia strange. 
Or that the negligence may well be laugh'd at: 
Yet U it true Sir. 
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2rG«»/,] I do well beleere you. 

I [Gm(.J Wemuicibrbesre. Heere comes the Geo- 
deman, { 80 

The Queeoe, and PrincetM. Exetmt 

Scena Secunda. 
Enter ibe Queent, Peitbumai, and Imogen. 

Qn. No, be issur'd you shall uotfinde nie(DaughteT) 
After the slander of most Step-Mothers, 
Evill-ey'd unto you. You're my Prisoner, but 
Your Gaoler shall deliver you the keycs 
That locte up your restraint. For you Pmtbumus, 
So soone as I can win th'ofiended King, 
I will be knowne your Advocate: many yet 90 

The fire of Rage is in him, and 'twere good 
You lean'd unto his Sentence, with what padence 
Your wisedomc may informe you. 

Post. 'Please your Highneasc, 
I will from hence 10 day. 

Qu. Vou know the perill: 
He fetch a tume about the Garden, pittying 
The pangs of barr'd Affections, though the King 98 
Hath charg'd you should not speake together. Exit 

Ime. O dissembling Curtesie! How fine tlus Tyrant 
Can tickle where she wounds? My deerest Husband, 
I something feare my Fathers wrath, but nothing 
(Alwayes reserv'd my holy duty) what 
His rage can do on me. You must be gone. 
And I shall heere abide the hourely shot 
Of angry eyes: not comforted to live. 
But that there is this Jewell in the world. 

Si. ScKia SauntLi: ouC-Rawi. 84. £>».: mitprint iF. 
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That I may see againe. 

Post. My Queene, my Mistris: 
O Lady, wccpe no more, least I give cause 1 10 

To be suspected of more Icndernesse 
Then doth became a man. I will remaine 
The loyoll'st husband, that did ere plight troth. 
My TesideDce in Rome, at one Filerio'i, 
Who, to my Father was a Friend, to me 
Known; but by Letter; thither write (my Queene) 
And with mine eyes. He drinte the words you send. 
Though Inke be tnade of Gall. 

Enter Qtieeite. 

Qu. Be briefe, I pray you: 110 

If the King come, I shall incurre. I know not 
How much of his displeasure: ^jijide] yecllemovehim 
To walke this way; I never do him wrong. 
But he do's buy my Injuries, to be Friends: 
Payes deere for my offences. [_Exit.'\ 

Pajt, Should we be taking leave 
As long a lermc as yet we have to live. 
The loathnesse to depart, would grow; Adieu. 

Imo. Nay, stay a little: 
Were you but riding forth to ayre your selfe, 130 

Such parting were coo petty. Looke heere (Love) 
This Diamond was my Mothers; take it (Hean) 
But keepe it till you woo another Wife, 
When Imogen is dead. 

Post. How, howf Anqlher? 
You gentle Gods, give me but this I have. 
And scare up my embracements from a next, 
Withbonds of death. [Palling en the ritig.'\ Remaine, 
remaine thou heere, | 

114. Filorio't: PhiUiie's-Rawi. 
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While leme can ktxpe it on: And sweeteit, fiurest. 

As I (my poore telfe) did exchange for you 140 

To your so infinite losse; so in oar trifles 

I still winne of you. For my sake weare this, 

][ is a Manacle of Love, He place it 

Upon this fiiyrest Prisoner. 

[Pulling a bracelet upea her arm.'\ 
Ims. O the Gods! 
When sliall we see againe^ 

Enitr Cymbeline, and Lards. 

Pesl. Alscke, the King, 

Cym. Thou basest thing, avoyd hence, from my sight: 
If after this command thou fraught the Court 150 

With thy unworthinesse, thou dyest. Away, 
Thou'rt poyson to my blood. 

Pffit, The Gods protect you. 
And blesse the good Remainders of the Court: 
I am gone. Exit. 

Ime. There cannot be a pinch in death 
More sharpe then this b. 

Cym. O disloyall thing, 
That should'st repayre my youth, thou heap's! 
A yeares age on mee. 160 

lm». I beseech you Sir, 
Harme not your selfe with your vexation, 
I am senselesse of your Wrath; a Touch more rare 
Subdues all pangs, all feares. 

Cym. Past Grace;* Obedience? 

Ime. Past hope, and in dispaire, that way past Grace. 

Cym. That might'st have had 
The sole Sonne of my Queene. 

167-8, I J.-Rowt 
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Ima. O blessed, that I might not: I chose on Eagle, 
And did avoyd a PuCtocke.i ^kile 170 

Cyra. Thou took'ai a Begger, would 'st have made my 
Throne, a Seate tor basenesse. 

1m6. No, I rather added a lustre to it. 

Cym. O thou vilde one! 

Imo. Sir, 
It is your fiiult that I have lov'd Postbumus: 
Vou bred him as my Play-fellow, and he is 
A man, lyorth any woman: Over-buyes mee 
Almost the summe he payes. 

Cyni. What? art thou mad? 180 

Jmo. Almost Sir: Heaven restore me: would I were 
A Neat-heards Daughter, and my Leimalui 
Our Neighbour-Shepheards Sonne. 

Ealer Qtieene. 

Cym. Thou foolish thing; 
They were againe tc^ether: you have done 
Not after our command. Away with her. 
And pen her up. 

Qu. Beseech your patience: Peace 
Deere Lady daughter, peace. Sweet Soveraigne, 1 90 
Leave us 10 our selves, and make your self some comfort 
Gilt of your best advice. 

Cym. Nay, let her languish 
A drop of blood a day, and being aged 
Dye of this Folly. Exit [Cfmieline and Lords\i 

Enter Pisanio. 
Qu. Fye, you must give way: 
Heere is your Servant. How now Sir? What newea? 
Pha. My Lord your Sonne, drew on my Master, 
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Qa. Hah? 200 

No harme I trust ia done? 

Pisn. TTiere might have beene. 
But that my Master rather plaid, then fought. 
And had no helpe of Anger: they were parted 
By Gentlemen, at hand. 

Qu. I am very glad on't. 

Itne. Your Son's my Fathers friend, he takes his part 
To draw upon an Exile, O brave Sir, 
I would they were iij Affricke both together. 
My selfe by with a Needle, that I might pricke 210 
The goer backe. Why came you from your Master? 

Pisa. On his command; he would not suffer mcc 
To bring him to the Haven: left these Notes 
Of what commands I should be subject too, 
Whcn't pleas'd you to employ me. 

Qb. This hath beene 
Your bithfiill Servant: I dare lay mine Honour 
He will remaine so. 

Pisa, I humbly thanke your Hightiesse. 

Qu. Pray waike a-while. 220 

Ibib. About some halfe houre hence. 
Pray you speakc with me; 
You shall (at least) go see my Lord aboord. 
For this lime leave me. Exeunt. 

Scena Tertia. 

[Scene ii. The same. A pubUc flace.1 

Enter Clottea, and ttee Lards. 

i.[Lerd'\ Sir, I would advise you to shift a Shirt; the 

Vio- I lence of Action hath made you reek asaSacrifice: 



\ 
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where | ayre comes out, ayre comes in; There's none 
abroad so | wholesome as that you vent. 

Clot. If my Shirt were bloody, then to shift it. 
Have I hurt him? 

z\^Lirii'\ [_Asiiie] No feith: not »o much as hia pa- 

1 [Lord'] Hurt himf Hb bodie's ■ passable Carkasse 
if he bee | not hurt. It is a through-&re for Steele if it 
be not hurt, I 1 1 

2 [^LsrJ'l [^jfjide] His Steele was in debt, it went 
o'th'Backe-sioe the | Towne. 

Che. The Villsine would not sUnd me. 
2 [Lsrii'\ [^s'de\ No, but he fled forward still, to- 
ward your face, | 

1 [Lord^ Stand you? you have Land enough of your 

But he added to your hiving, gave you some ground. 

2[iflr{/3 \Aside\ As many Inches, as you have 
Oceans (Puppies,)] 

CIqi. I would chey had not come betweene us, 

2 ^Lerd'\ [jiside^ So would I, till you had measur'd 
how long a Poole | you were upon the ground, zi 

CUt. And that shee should love this Fellow, and re- 
fuse mee. 

2[icr^ [^jiiid/] If it be a sin to make a true elec- 
tion, she is damn'd. | 

1 \^Lard'\ Sir, as I told you alwayes: her Beauty & her 
Braine | go not together, Shee's a good ^gne,but Ihave 
seene 1 small reflection of her wit. 

2 [Lord'l [Aside] She shine! not upon Fooles, least 
the reflection | 

Should hurt her, 

7-8. praee-CArii,L. 1G-17. prose-Pori. 18-9. pcoM-iRows. 
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Chi. Come, lie to my Chamber: would there had 
beene some hurt done. 3 1 

i\Lorif] ^Asiile\ I wish not so, unlesse it had bin 
the tall of an Asse, | which b no great hurt. 

Chi. You'l go with usf 

I [i^r.^] He attend your Lordship. 

Chi. Nay come, let's go together. 

2\LBrd'\ Well my Lord. Exeunt. 

Scena Quarta. 

[Scene iii. A rwm in CymheUnt'i falate.'\ 

Enter Imogen, and Pisanio. 

/jwa. I would thou grew' St unto the shores o'th' Haven, 
And questioned'sc every Saile: if he should write. 
And I not have it, 'twere a Paper lost 
As offer'd mercy is: What was the la»t 
That he spake to thee? 

Pisa. It was his Queene, his Qucene. 

Im». Then wav'd his Handkerchiefe? 

Pisa, And kist it. Madam. 10 

Ima. Senselesse Linnen, happier therein then I: 
And that was all? 

Piia. No Madam: for so long 
As he could make me with his eye, or eare. 
Distinguish him from others, he did keepe 
The Decke, with Glove, or Hat, or Handkerchife, 
Still waving, as the lits and stirres ot's mind 
Could best expresse how slow his Soule sayl'd on. 
How twift his Ship. 

Imo. Thou should'at have made him 30 

As little as a Crow, or lesse, ere left 
To after-eye him. 
1. &eii4 Sisfim: oui-Rowi. 
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Piia. Madam, so I did. 
Imo. I would have broke mine eye-strings; 
Crack'd them, but to looke upon him, till the dimi- 

Of apace, had pointed him sharpe as my Needle; 

Nay, followed him, till he had melted from 

The smalnessc of a Gnat, to ayre: and then 

Have tum'd mine eye, and wept. But good Pisania, 

When shall we heare from him. 30 

Pisa. Be assur'd Madam, 
With his next vantage. 

Ima. 1 did not take my leave of him, but had 
Most pretty things to say: Ere I could tell him 
How I would thinke on him at certaine houres. 
Such thoughts, and such: Or I could make him sweare. 
The Shees of Italy should not betray 
Mine Interest, and his Honour: or have charg'd him 
At the sixt houre of Mome, at Noone, at Midnight, 
T' encounter me with Orisons, for then 40 

I am in Heaven for him; Or ere I could. 
Give him that parting kisse, which I had set 
Betwixt two charming wordi, comes in my Father, 
And like the Tyrannous breathing of the North, 
Shakes all our buddes from growing. 



Enter a Lady, 

La. The Queene (Madam) 
Desires your Highnetse Company. 

Ima. Those things I bid you do, get them dispatch' d, 
I will attend the Queene. ;o 

Pisa. Madam, I shall. Exeunt, 
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Scena Quinta. 
[Scene iv, Rtmie. Pbilaris'i beusfJ\ 

Enter Phiiario, lachima: a Frenchmen, a Dulib- 
man, and a Spaniard. 

laeb. Beleeve it Sir, I have aeene him in Britiine; hee 
was then of a Cressent note, expected to prove so woor- 
thy, as since he hath beene allowed the name of. But I 
could then have look' don him, without the help of Ad- 
miration, though the Catalogue of his endowments had 
bin tabled by his side, and 1 to peruse him by Items. 

Pbil. Vou speakeofhim whcnhewaalessefiimish'd, 
then now hee is, with that which makes him both with- 
out, and within. u 

French. I have seene him in Prance : wee had very ma- 
ny there, could behold the Sunne, with as iirme eyes as 
hee. 

lacb. This matter of marrying his Kings Daughter, 
wherein he must be we^hed rather by her valew, then 
his owne, words him (1 doubt not) a great deale Irom the 

French. And then his banishment. 20 

lacb. I, and the approbation of chose chat weepe this 
lamencable divorce under her colours, are wonderfully 
to extend him, be it but to fortifie her judgement, which 
else an easie battery might lay flaC, for taking a Begger 
without lesse quality. But how comes ic, he is to sojourne 
with you? How creepes acquaintance? 

Pbil. His Father and I were Souldieri together, to 
whom I have bin often bound for no lesse then my life. 

I. &(M ^'hm.- out-Rov™. 
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Enter Postbumus. 29 

Heere comet the Britaine. Lei him be so entertained a- 
mong'st you, as suites with Gentlemen of your knowing, 
to a Stranger of his quality, I beseech you all be better 
knowne to this Gentleman, whom I commend to you, 
as a Noble Friend of mine. How Worthy he is, I will 
leave to appeare hereafter, rather then Biory him in his 
owne hearing. 

French. Sir, we have knowne togither in Orleance. 

Poit. Since when, I have bin debtor to you for courte- 
Mes, which I will be ever to pay, aiid yet pay still. 39 

French, Sir, you o' re-rate my poore kindneise, I was 
gladldidatlone^ my Countryman and you: ithadbeene 
pitty you should have beene put together, with so mor- 
tall a purpose, as then each bore, upon importance of so 
slight and triviall a nature. ' recendle 

Post. By your pardon Sir, I was then a young Travel- 
ler, rather shun'd to go even with what I heard, then in 
my every action to be guided by others experiences: but 
upon my mended judgement (if I offend to say it is men- 
ded) my Quarrell was not altogether slight. 49 

French. Faith yes, to be put to the arbiterment of 
Swords, and by such two, that would by all likelyhood 
have confounded^ one the other, or have falnc both. 

lach. Can we with manners, askc what was the dif- 
ferenced ^deitroyed 

French. Safely, I thinke, 'twas a contention in pub- 
licke, which may (without contradiction) suffer the re- 
port. It was much like an argument that fell out last 
night, where each of us fell in praise of our Country- 
Mistresses. This Gentleman, at that time vouching ("and 
30. BriiaMi Briton, iriii so throughout-iTttioiALD. 
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upon warrant of bloody affirmicion) his to be more 
Faire, Vertuous, Wbe, Chaste, Constant, Qualified, and 
lease attemprible then any, the rarest of our Ladies in 
Fraunce. 63 

lack. That Lady is not now living; or this Gentle- 
mans opinion by this, worne out. 

Fest. She holds her Vertue still, and I my nund. 

lack. YoumuBt notsofairepreferre her, 'fore ours of 
Italy, 

Pasth. B«ng so larre provok'd as I was in France: I 
would abate her nothing, though I professe my selfe her 
Adorer, not her Friend, 71 

!a(b. As feirc, and as good: a kind of band in hand 
comparison, had beene something too taire, and too 
good for any Lady in Britanie; if she went iKfore others. 
I have scene as that Diamond of yours out-lusters many 
I have beheld, I could not bclecve she excelled many: 
but I have not seene the most pretious Diamond that is, 
nor you the Lady, 

Pml. I prais'd her, as 1 rated her: so do I my Stone. 

Ia(b. What do you esteeme it at? So 

Pcsi, More then the world enjoyes. 

lacb. Either your unparagon'd Mistirs is dead, or 
she's out-priz'd by a trifle. 

Post. You arc mistaken: the one may be solde or gi- 
ven, or if there were wealth enough for the purchases, or 
merite for the guift. The other is not a thing for sale, 
and onely the guift of the Gods. 

lacb. Which the Gods have g^ven you^ 

Post. Which by their Graces 1 will kecpe. 89 

lacb. You may wcare her in title yours; but you 
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know strange Powlc light upon ndghboaring Ponds. 
Your Ring may be stolne too, so your brace of unprizea- 
ble Estimations, the one is but tiaile, and the other Casu- 
all;. A cunning Thiefe, or a (that way) accomplbh'd 
Courtier, would hazzard the winning both of first and 
last. 

Poit. Your Italy, container none so accompliah'd a 
Courtier to convince' the Honour of tnyMistris; if in the 
holding or Joase of that, you terme her fraile, I do no- 
thing doubt you have store of Theevee, notwithstanding 
I fewe not my Ring. "^ovtrmme lOl 

Phil. Let us leave heere. Gentlemen? 

Pm. Sir, with all my heart. This worthy Signior I 
thanke him, makes no stranger of mc, we are familiar at 
first. 

lasb. With five times so much conversation, I should 
get ground of your liure Mistris; make her go baclte, e- 
ven to the yeilding, had I admittance, and opporiunitie 
to friend. 

PoU. No, no. no 

lacb. I dare thereupon pawne the moytie of my E- 
state, to your Ring, which in my opinion o' re-values it 
something: but I make my wager rather against your 
Confidence, then her Reputation. And to barre your of- 
fence heernn to, 1 durst attempt it against any Lady in 
the world. 

Psit. You are a great deale abus'd ^ in too bold a per- 
swasion, and I doubt not you suittine what y'are worthy 
of, by your Attempt. ^ deceived 

lacb. What's that? 1 zo 

Postb. A Repulse though your Attempt (as you call 
it} deserve more; a punishment too. 

Pbi. Gentlemen enough of this, it came in too so- 

110. rial: tliM-i-4P, 
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dainely, let il dye as it was borne, and I pray you be bet- 
ter acquainted. 

lad. Would I had put my Estate, and my Neighbors 
on th'approbaiioni of what I have spoke, ^aiteitatiM 

Past, What Lady would you chuse to usaile? iz8 

lach. Yours, whom in constancie you thinke stands 
so safe. I will lay you ten thousands Duckets to your 
Ring, that commend me to the Court where your La- 
dy is, with no more advantage then the oppormnitie of a 
second conference, and I will bring from thence, that 
Honor of hers, which you ima^ne so reserv'd. 

Postbmui. I will wage against your Gold, Gold to 
it: My Ring 1 holde deere as my finger, 'tig put of 
it, 

lacb. Youare a Friend, and therein thewiser: ifyou 
boy Ladies flesh at a Million a Dram, you cannot pre- 
sevre it from tainting; but 1 see you liave some Religion 
in you, that you feare. 141 

Poiibu. This is but a custome in your tongnt!: you 
beare a graver purpose I hope. 

lasb. I am the Master of my speeches, and would un- 
der-go what's spoken, 1 sweare. 

Postbu. Will you? I shall but lend my Diamond dll 
your recume: let there be Covenants drawne between's. 
My Mistris eiceedes in goodnesse, the hugenesse of your 
unworthy thinking. I dare you to this match: heerc's my 
Ring. ISO 

Phil. I will have it no lay. 

lacb. By the Gods it is one: if I bring you no suffi- 
cient testimony that I have enjoy'd the deeresE bodily 
part of your Mistris: my ten thousand Ducketsare yours, 

130. ibmaiaii: thauaBDd~3-4F. 
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so is your Diamond too: if I come off, and leave her in 

auch honour as you have trust in; Shee your Jewell, this 
your Jewell, and my Gold are yours: provided, I have 
your commendation, for my more free entertainment. 

Psii. I embrace these Conditions, let ua have Article; 
becwizt us: onely thus farrc you shtll answere, if you 
make your voyage upon her, and give me directly to un- 
derstand, you haveprevayl'd, lam no further your Ene- 
my, shee is not worth our debate. If shee remaine unse- 
duc'd, you not making it ippeare othcrwiae: for your ill 
opinion, and th'assauhyouhavemade toherchastity, you 
■haU answer me with your Sword. 

lacb. Your hand, a Covenant: wee will have these 
things set downe by lawfiiU Counsel!, and straight awsy 
for Britaine, least the Bargaine should catch colde, and 
aterve: 1 will fetch my Gold, and have our two Wagers 
recorded. 171 

Psil. Agreed. [Exeunt Ppitbumus and lacbime.'^ 

French. Will this hold, thinke you. 

Pbil. Signior lacbime will not from it. 
Pray let us follow 'em. Exeunt 

Scena Sexta. 
[Scene v. Britain. A room in Cymbelinc' s palace^ 
Enter Queene, Ladies, and Cornelius. 
Qu. Whiles yet the dewe's on ground. 
Gather those Flowcra, 
Make hasie. Who ha's the note of them? 
Lady. I Madam. 
Queen. Dispatch. Exit Ladies. 

170. jwrw; ■tBrve-3-4F. 174-5. prose-^APiiL. 
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Now Muter Doctor, have you brought those drupes? 

C«r. PleiKth your Highnes,Irheretheyare,Mad»ni: 
[Presenting a small bsx^ 
But I beseech your Grace, without offence lo 

(My Conscience bids me aske) wherefore you have 
Commanded of me these most poysonous Compounds, 
Which are the moovers of a languishing death: 
But though slow, deadly. 

Qb. I wonder. Doctor, 
Thou ask'st me such a Question: Have I not bene 
Thy Pupill long? Hast thou not leam'd me how 
To make Perfumes? Distill? Preserve? Yea so, 
That our great King himselfc doth woo me oft 
For my Confections? Having thus farre proceeded, 20 
(Unlesse thou think' st me divellish) is't not meete 
Thai I did amplifie my judgement in 
Other Conclusions?! 1 will try the forces '^experiments 
Of these thy Compounds, on such Creatures as 
We coimt not worth the hanpng (but none humane) 
To try the vigour of them, and apply 
Allayments to their Act, and by them gather 
Th«r several! vertues, and effects. 

Cor. Your Highnesse 
Shall from this practise, but make hard your heart: 30 
Besides, the seeing these effects will be 
Both noysome, and infectious. 

ga. O content thee. 

Enter Pisansg. 
\Asidi\ Heere comes a flattering Rascall, upon him 
Will I first worke: Hee's for his Master, 
And enemy to my Sonne. How now Fisaaioi 



OF CYMBEUNE ' [I. v. 30-ss 

Doctor, your service for this time is ended, 
T»ke your owne way. 

C«r. \_Aside\ I do suspect you. Madam, 40 

But you shall do no harme. 

Qu, \Tb Pisaniol Hearkc thee, a word. 

Cor. ]yiside] I do not like her. She doth ihinke she 
ha'sl 

Strange ling'ring poysons: I do know her spirit. 
And will not trust one of her malice, with- 
A druggeof such damn'd Nature, Those she ha's, 
Will atupific and dull the Sense a-while. 
Which first (perchance) ahce'l prove on Cats and Dogs, 
Then afterward up hi^er: but there is 
No danger in what shew of death it makes, 50 

More then the locking up the Spirits a time. 
To be more freah, reviving. She is fool'd 
With a moat &lae effect: and I, the truer. 
So to be false with her. 

Qu. No further service. Doctor, 
Untill I send for thee. 

Cor. I humbly take my leave. Exit. 

Qu. Weepes she stil! (aaist thou?) 
Dost thou thinke in time ^ become (ao\ 

She will not quench,' and let instructions enter 6d 
Where Folly now possesses? Do thou worke: 
When thou shalt bring me word she loves my Sonne, 
He tell thee on the instant, thou art then 
As great aa is thy Master: Greater, for 
His Fortunes all lye apeecbleaae, and his name 
Is at last gaspe. Returne he cannot, nor 
Continue where he ia: To shift his being,^ ^dwelling 
Is to exchange one misery with another, 

59-60. t l.-Row>. 
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And every day that comes, comes to decay 

A dayes worke in him. What ahalt thou expect 70 

To be dep«nder on a thing that leanest 

Who cannot be new built, nor ha'a uo Friends 

So much, as but to prop him? [7*^/ Queen drops ibe 

box: Pisanie takes it »/.] Thou tak'st up | 
Thou know'st not what: But take ic for thy labour. 
It is a thing I made, which hath the King 
Five times redeem'd from death. 1 do not know 
What is more Cordiall.* Nay, I prythee take 11, 
It is an earnest of a (archer good 1 reviving la the spirits 
That I meane to thee. Tell thy Mistris how 
The case stands with her: doo'i, as from thy seliej 80 
Thinke what a chance thou changest on, but thinke 
Thou hast thy Mistris still, to boote, my Sonne, 
Who shall take notice of thee. He move the King 
To any shape of thy Preferment, such 
As thou'lt desire: and then my aelfe, I cheefely. 
That set thee on to this desert, am bound 
To loade thy merit richly. Call my women. 

Exit Pisa. I 
Thinke on my words. A slye, and constant knave. 
Not to be shak'd: the Agent for his Master, 89 

And the Remembrancer 2 of her, to hold 2 bewh reminds 
The hand-tast^ to her Lord. I have given him that. 
Which if he take, shall quite unpeople her 
Of Leidgers* for her Sweete: and which, she after 
Except she bend her humor, shall be aasur'd 
To taste of too. ^ tngagemint * ambassadors 

Enter Pisanio, and Ladies. 
So, so: Well done, well done: 
The Violets, Cowslippes, and the Prime-Roies 
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Beare to my Cloaeu Fare thee well, Pisania, 
Thinke on my words. Exit Qu. and Ladies. lOO 

Pisa. And shall do: 
But when to my good Jjord, I prove untrue, 
He choake my selfe: there's all He do for you. Exit. 

Scena Sepiima. 
[Scene vi. The same. Another rotm in the palace. '\ 
Enter Imogen alane. 
Ima. A Father cruell, and a Siepdame take, 
A Foolish Suitor to a Wedded-Lady, 
That hath her Husband banish'd: O, that Husband, 
My supreame Crowne of griefe, and those repeated 
VeJtadons of it. Had 1 bin Theefe-atolne, 
As my two Brothers, happy: but most miserable 
Is the desires that's glorious. Blessed be those 
How means so ere, that have their honest wills, 10 
Which seasons comfort. Who may this be? Fye. 

Enter Pisanie, and lacbimo. 

Pita. Madam, a Noble Gentleman of Rome, 
Comes from my Loud with Letters. 

lacb. Change you. Madam; 
The Worthy Leonatat is in safety. 
And greetes your Highnesse deerely. ^Presents a letter."^ 

Imo. Thanks good Sir, 
You're kindly welcome, 

lacb. [Aside"^ All of her, that is out oCdoore, moat 
rich: { 10 

If she be fiimish'd with a mind so rare 
She is alone ih' Arabian -Bird; and 1 

I. Scaia Sepiima: out-Rowa, 9. diara: aolre-i-fF. 



1. vi. 18.46] THE TRAGEDIE 

Have lost the wager. Boldnesse be my Friend: 
Amte me Audadtie from head to Toote, 
Orlike the Parthian I shaU Hying fight. 
Rather directly fly, 

Imogen reads. 
He is one efthe Noblest note, to whose kindnesses lam most 
in- I finitely tie J. Reflect upon bim accordingly, as you 
value your | trust. Leonatus. 30 

So Aire I reade aloud. 
But even the very middle of my heart 
Is warm'ii by'th'rcit, and take it ihankefiilly. 
You are as welcome (worthy Sir) aa I 
Have words to bid you, and shall linde it so 
In all that I can do. 

laeb. Thankes fairest Lady: 
What are men mad? Hath Nature given them eyes 
To see this vaulted Arch, and the rich Crop 
Of Sea and Land, which can distinguish 'twixc 40 
The lirie Orbes above, and the twinn'd Stones 
Upon the number d Beach, and can we not 
Partition make with Spectales so pretioos 
Twixt iaire, and foulcf 

Imo. What makes your admiration? 

lacb. It cannot be i'th'eye; forApes.and Monkeys 
'Twixt two such She's, would chatter this way, and 
Contemne with mowes 1 the other. Nor i'ch 'judgment: 
For Idiots in this case of favour, would ^grimaces 

Be wisely definit: Nor i'th' Appetite. 50 

Sluttery to such neate Excellence, oppos'd 
Should make desire vomit emptincase. 
Not so allur.d to feed. 
33. take: taka»-P(>n. 43. Spnlalii: ■pectacIe*-3-4F. 
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Im». What is the matter trow/ 

lack. The Cloyed wUl: 
That satiate yet unsaiisli'ij desire, thai Tub 
Both £U'd and running: Ravening Itrst the Lambe, 
Longs after for the Garbage. 

Imo. What, deere Sir, 
Thus rap's youf Are you well? 60 

Ufh. Thanks Madam well: ^o Pisaaia] Beseech 

Desire my Man's abode, where I did leave him: 
He's strange and peevish. 

Pisa. I was going Sir, 
To give him welcome. Exit. 

Jmo. Continues well my Lord? 
His health beseech you? 

Ia(b. Well, Madam. 

Imo. Is he dispos'd to mirth? I hope he is. 

lacb. Exccedbg pleasant: none a stranger there, 70 
So merry, and so gamesome: he is call'd 
The Briiaine Reveller. 

Imo. When he was heere 
He did incline to sadnesse, and oft times 
Not knowiug why. 

lacb. I never saw him sad. 
There is a Frenchman his Companion, one 
An eminent Monsieur, that it seemes much loves 
A Gallian-Girle at home. He fimiaces 79 

The thicke sighea from him; whiles the jolly Britaine, 
(Your Lord Imeane)laughes from' s free lungs: cries oh, 

61-4. 3 U. ending duire, be,>lr-STUiu» (1793). 

63. /Tc't.-he Ii-Stiivini(i793). 66-7. i 1.-Hahhem 

71. BriiaiKt: Brtton-STKvim (1778). 

75- imzoiug: imviing-l^. 

80. BriUinC! BiitOD-aTittoiALii, 
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Can my sides hold, to think that man who knowes 
By History, Report, or hia owne proofe 
What woman is, yea what she cannot choose 
But must be.- will's free honres languish: 
For assured bondage? 

Inta, Will my Lord say so? 

lack. I Madam, with his eyes in Hood with laughter. 
It is a Recreation to be by 

And heare him mocke the Frenchman: 90 

But Heaven's know some men are much too blame. 

Ima. Not he I hope. 

laeb. Not he: 
But yet Heaven's bounty towards him, might 
Be us'd more chankfUlly. In himselfe 'tis much; 
In yon, which I account hb beyond all Talents. 
Whil'st I am bound to wonder, I am bound 
To pitty too. 

Imo. What do you pitty Sir? 

lach. Two Creatures heartyly. 100 

Imo. Am I one Sir? 
You looke on me; what wrack disceme you in me 
Deserves your pitty.' 

laeh. Lamentable: what 
To hide me from the racUant Sun,'and solace 
I'th'Dungeon by a Snuffe. 

/raw. I pray you Sir, 
Deliver with more opennesse your answeres 
To my demands. Why do you pitty me? 

lacb. That others do, iio 

(I was about to say) enjoy your but 

It is an office of the Gods to venge ' it, 1 avitige 
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Not mine to apeake on't. 

Imo. You do seeme to know 
Something of me, or what concernea mej pray you 
Since doubting thinga go ill, often hurts more 
Then to be sure they do. For Certainties 
Either are past remediea; or timely knowing. 
The remedy then borne. Discover to me 
What both you spur and stop. 1 20 

lacb' Had I diis cheeke 
To bathe my lips upon: this hgnd, whoac touch, 
(Whose every touch) would force the Feelers soulc 
To'th'oath of loyalty. This object, which 
Takes prisoner the wild motion of mmc eye, 
Fiering it onely heere, should I (damn'd then) 
S lavver with lippes as common as the stayres 
That mount the Capitoll: Joyne gripes, with hands 
Made hard with hourely falshood (falahood as 
With labour:) then by peeping in an eye 130 

Base and illustrious as the smoakie light 
That's fed with stinking Tallow: it were fit 
That all the plagues of Hell should at one time 
Encounter such reyolt. 

Into. My Lord, I feare 
Has forgot Brittaine. 

lacb. And himselfe, not I 
Inclin'd to thb intelligence, pronounce 
The Beggery of his change; but 'tis your Graces 
That from my mutest Conscience, to my tongue, 140 
Charmes this report out. 

Ime, Let me heare no more. 

lacb. OdeerestSoule:j'ourCausedoth strike my hart 
With pitty, that doth make me aicke. A Lady 

117. S lawir: SlBver-i-4F. 
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So Aire, and fastea'd to an Emperie 

Would make the great'st Kbg double, to be partner'd 

With Tomboyes hyr'd, with that aelfc exhibition 

Which your owne CofFers yeeld; with disens'd ventures 

That play with all Infirmides for Goldi 

Which rottennesse can lend Nature. Such boyl'd stuffe 

As well might poyson Poyson. Be reveng'd, ijr 

Or she that bore you, was no Queene, and you 

Recoyle &om your great Stocke. 

Ime. Reveng'd: 
How should I be reveng'd? If thb be true, 
(As I have such a Heart, that both mine e«re« 
Must not in haste abuse) if it be true. 
How should I be reveng'd? 

lach. Should he make me 
Live like Diana's Priest, betwixt cold sheets, 160 

Whiles he is vaulting variable Rampes 
In your despight, upon your purse: revenge it. 
I dedicate my aelfe to your sweet pleasure. 
More Noble then that runnagaie to your bed. 
And will continue fast to your Affection, 
sun close, as sure. 

Ime. What hoa, Pisamet 

lacb. Let me my service tender on your lippes. 

Ima. Away, I do condemne mine eares, that have 
So long attended thee. If thou wert Honourable 170 
Thou would'st have told this tale for Vertue, not 
For such an end thou seek'st, as base, as strange: 
Thou wrong' St a Gentleman, who is as farre 
From thy report, as thou from Honor; and 
Solicites heere a Lady, that disdaines 
Thee, and the Divell alike. What hoa, Piianhi 

175. Suliiiln: 8oHeffit-i-4F. 
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The King my Father shall be made acquainted 

Of thy Assault: if he shall thinke it fit, 

A sawcjr Stranger in his Court, to Mart 

As in a Romish Stew, and to expound 180 

His beastly minde to us; he hath a Court 

He little cares for, and a Daughter, who 

He not respects at all. What hoa, PisanM 

lacb. O happy Leonatus I may say. 
The credit that chy Lady hath of thee 
Deserves thy trust, and thy most perfect goodnesse 
Her assur'd credit. Blessed live you long, 
A Lady to the worthiest Sir, that ever 
Country call'd hisj and you hb Mistris, onely 
For the most worthiest lit. Give me your pardon, 190 
I have spoke this to know if your Affiance 
Were deeply rooted, and shall make your Lord, 
That which he is, new o're; And he is one 
The truest manner'd: such a holy Witch, 
That he enchants Societies into him: 
Halfe all men hearts are his, 

Ime. You make amends. 

Ittch. He sits 'mongst men, like a defended God; 
He hath a fcinde of Honor sets him off. 
More then a mortall seeming. Be not angrie zoo 

(Most mighty Princesse) that I have adventur'd 
To try your taking of a felse report, which hath 
Honour'd with confirmation your great Judgement, 
In the elecQon of a Sir, so rare. 

Which you know, cannot erre. The love I beare him, 
Made me to fan you thus, but the Gods made you 
(Unlike all others) chaffelesse. Pray your pardon, 

Ime. Ail's well Sir: 

19S. dtfiniid: de*eendcd-i-4F. aol-9. i L-Rawi. 
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T»ke my powrc i'th'Court for your*. 

lath. My humble thankes: I had almosc forgot 210 
T'intreat your Grace, bui in a small request. 
And yet of moment too, for it concernea: 
Your Lord, my selfe, and other Noble Frienda 
Are partners in the buainesse. 

Into. Pray what is'tf 

latb. Some dozen Romanes of us, and your Lord 
(The best Feather of our wing) have mingled summes 
To buy a Present for the Emperor: 
Which 1 (the Factor for the rest) have done 
In France; 'tis Plate of rare device, and Jewels zio 
Of rich, and exquisite forme, their valewes great. 
And I am something curious, being strange 
To have them in safe stowage; May it please you 
To take them in protection. 

Imo. Willingly: 
And pawne mine Honor for their safety, since 
My Lord hath interest in them, I vvill keepe them 
In my Bed-chamber. 

lari. They are in a Tninke 
Attended by my men: I will make bold 130 

To send them to you, onely for this night; 
I must aboord to morrow. 

Ime. O no, no. 

laeb. Yes I beseech; or I shall short my word 
By length'ning my returne. From Gallia, 
I crost the Seas on purpose, and on promise 
To see your Grace, 

Jmo. I thanke you for your patnes: 
But not away to morrow. 

lacb. O I must Madam. 240 

Therefore 1 shall beseech yoa, if you please 
To greet your Lord with writing, doo't to night, 
30 
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I have out-stood my time, which is matemll 
To'th'tender of our Present. 

Imo. I will write: 
Send your Trunke to me, it shall safe be kept. 
And truely yeelded you: you're very welcome. Exeunt. 

Actus Secundus. Scena Prima. 

[^Britain. Before Cymbeline's palate.'] 

Enter Clelten, and the iwe Lords. 

Clet. Was there ever man had such luckc? when I kist 
the Jacket upon an up-cast, to be hit away? I had a hun- 
dred pound on't: and then a whorson Jackc-an-Apes, 
must take me up for swearing, as if I borrowed mine 
oathes of him, and might not spend them at my pleasure. 

1 . [Lord~^ What got he by that? you have broke his 
pate ] with your Bowie. ^ bowl aimed at in beviling 

z.\LBrd'\ [yiside"] If his wit had bin like him that 
broke it: it would | have run all out. * 1 1 

Clel. When a Gentleman is dispos'd to sweare: it is 
not for any slanders by to curtail his oaches. Ha? 

I. [iflfi/] No my Lord; [Aside'\ nor crop the eares 
of [hem. I 

Clot. Whorson dog: I gave him satisfaction? would 
he had bin one of my Ranke. 

1. {Lord] [Jiide] To have smell'd like a Foole. 

Clot. I am not vest more at any thing in th'earih: a 
pox on't, I had rather not be so Noble as lam: they dare 
not fight with me, because of the Queene my Mo- 
ther: every Jacke-Slave hath his belly full of Fighting, 
and I must go up and downe like a Cock, that no body 
can match. 23 

I], curtail: cartall-4F. 15. gave: tive-^-^F. 
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1. [iori/] ^Asidi\ You are Cocke and Capon too, 
and you crow j Cock, with your combe on. 

Clot. Sayest thou^ 

z.[_L»rJ'] Icisnocfit you Lordship should undertake 
every [ Companion, that you give offence too. 

Clot. No, I know that: but it is fit I should commit 
offence to my inferiors. 30 

2 [^"'dj, I, il is fit for your Lordship onely. 

C/at. Why so I say. 

1. [Z^ri/] Did you heere of a Stranger that's come 
to Court j night? 

C/ct. A Stranger, and I not know on't? 

2. [LerJ^ [Jside^ He's a strange Fellow himselfe.and 
knowea it not. I 

1 . [Lord'\ There's an Italian come, and 'tis thought 
one of I Leonatui Friends. 

Clot. Leonstuii A banisht Rascall; and he's another, 
whatsoever he be. Who told you of this Stranger? 40 

i.\_Lffrd'\ One of your Lordships Pages. 

Cki. Is It fit I went to looke upon him? Is there no 
derogation in'i? 

z. [LorJ'\ You cannot derogate my Lord. 

Clot. Not easily I thinke. 

2. \Loril'\ \_Aiiiie^ Vou are a Foole graunted, there- 
fore your Issues | being tbolbh do not derogate. 

Clot. Come, He go see this Italian: what I have lost 
to day at Bowles, lie winne to night of him. Come: go. 

t.\_L(>rd'\ He attend your Lordship. Exit 

[Clolen and First Lord']. 

That such a craftie Divell as b hb Mother 51 

Should yeiJd the world thb Asse: A woman, that 

Beares all downe with her Braine, and this her Sonne, 

37. jpsHV your-J-4y. J4. Bi'gili to-nitht-I-4P. 
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Cannot take two from twenty for his heart. 

And leave eighteene. Alas poore Princesse, 

Thou divine Imogen, what ihou endur'st. 

Betwixt a Father by thy Step-dame govern' d, 

A Mother hourely coyning plots: A Wooer, 

More hatefiill then the foule expulsion ig 

Of thy deere Husband. Then that horrid Act 60 

or the divorce, heel'd make the Heavens hold linne 

The walls of thy deere Honour. Keepe unshak'd 

That Temple thy faire mind, that thou maist Stand 

T' enjoy thybaniih'dLord: and this greatl^and. Exeunt. 



Scena Secunda. 

[^Imogen' 1 htdcbaniber in Cymieiine's palace: a trunk 
m„.,„„r,fU.-\ 

Enter Imogen, in her Bed, and a Lady. 

Imo. Who's there? My woman: Helenei 

La. Please you Madam. 

Imo. What houre is it? 

Lady. Almost midnight. Madam. 

Imff. I have read three hourea then: 
Mine eyes are weate. 

Fold downe the leafe where 1 have left: to bed. 
Take not away the Taper, leave it burning: lo 

And if thou canst awake by foure a'lh'clock, 
I prythee call me; Sleepe hath ceiz'd me wholly. 

lExit Lady.} 
To your protection I commend me, Gods, 
From Fayries, and the Tempters of the night, 

5;. jiud: ADd-l-4F. 61. mah ibe: make! The-THiaBALP. 
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Guard me beseech yec. SUepes. 

latbime from the Trunkt. 
lath. The Crickets sing, and mans ore-labor'd sense 
Repaires it selfe by rest: Our Tar quint thus 
Did softly presse the Rushes, ere he waken'd 
The Chastilie he wounded. Cytbtrea, 10 

How bravely thou becom'st thy Bed; fresh IJlIy, 
And whiter then the Sheetes: that I might touch. 
But kisse, one kisse. Rubies unparggon'd. 
How deerely they doo't; 'Tis her breathing that 
Perfiimea the Chamber thus: the Flame o'th'Taper 
Bowes toward her, and would under-peepe her lids. 
To see th'inclosed Lights, now Canopied 
Under these windowes. White and Azure lacM 
With Blew of Heavens owne tinct. But my designe. 
To note the Chamber, I will write aU downe, 30 

Such, and such pictures: There the window, such 
Th'adornement of her Bed; the Arras, Figures, 
Why such, and auch: and the Contents o'th'Story. 
Ah, but some naturall notes about her Body, 
Above ten thousand meaner Moveables 
Would teatific, t' enrich mine Inventorie. 
O sleepe, thou Ape of death, lye duU upon her, 
And be her Sense but as a Monumeni, 
Thus in a Chappell lying. Come olf, come ail; 

[Taking eff her hraeeUl."] 
As slippery as the Gordian-knot was hard. 40 

'Tis mine, and this will witnesse outwardly. 
As strongly as the Conscience do's within: 
To'th'madding of her Lord. On her left brest 
A mole Cinque-spotted: like the Crimson drops 
I'th'bottome of a Cowslippe. Heere's a Voucher, 
Stronger then ever Law could make; this Secret 
Will force him diinke I have pick'd the lock, and t'ane 
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The treasure of her Honour. No more: to wh»t end? 
Why should I write this downe, that's riveted, 49 
Screw'd to my memorie. She hath bin reading late. 
The Tale of Ttreus, heere the leaffe'a tum'd downe 
Where Philomele gave up. I have enough, 
To'th'Truncke againe, and shut the spring of it. 
Swift, awift, you Dragons of ihe night, that dawning 
May beare the Ravens eye: I lodge in feare. 
Though this a heavenly Aiigell: hell is heere. 

Clttcke strikes 
One, two, three: time, time. Exit. 

[Gties iniB ibe trunk. The scent doses.'\ 

Scena Tertia. 

[An ante-tbamber adjoining Imogen's apartments.'] 

Enter Clotten, and Lords. 

I . [iari/] Your Lordship is the most patient man in 
losse, the | most coldest that ever turn'd up Ace. 

Clot, It would make any man cold to loose. 

I . \Lord'\ But not every man patient after the noble 
temper | of your Lordship; You are most hot, and fu- 
rious when I you winne. 

rC/i".] Winning will put any man mto courage: if I 
could get I this foolish Imogen, I should have Gold 
enought it's al- | most morning, is't not? 1 1 

I [Lord] Day, my Lord, 

Cut. 1 would this Musicke would come: I am advi- 
sed to give her Musicke a mornings, they say it will pene- 
trate. £nter Musilians, 
Come on, tune: If you can penetrate her with your fin- 
gering, bo: wee'l try with tongue too: if none will do, let 

55. Uari: Imtd-Stiitihi, 14. a: o'^Thiobau). 



II. Hi. 17-46] THE TRAGEDIE 

ber remaine: but He never ^ve o're. Pint, a very excel- 
lent good conceyted thing; after a wonderful sweet aire, 
with admirable rich words to it, and then let ber comi- 
der. II 

SONG. 
Hearke, bearkt, the Larie ai Heavens gale sings, 

and Pbaius gins arise. 
His Steeds to water ai those Springs 

on cbalic'd Flowrts that lyes: 
And winking Mary-bads begin to ope their Golden eyes 
With every thing that pretty is, my Lady sweet arise: 

[C/e.] So, get you gone; if this pen trate, I will con- 
sider your I Muaicke the belter: ifit do not, it is a voyce 
in her cares | which Horse-haires, and Calves-guts, nor 
the voyceof | unpaved Eunuch to boot, can never amed. 
\_Exeuat Musieians."] 

Enter Cymbaline, and Queene. 

2 [i»r/| Heere comes the King. 

Clel. I am glad I was up so late, for that's the reason 
I was up so earely: he cannot choose but take this Ser- 
vice I have done, fttherly. Good morrow to your Ma- 
jesty, and to my gracious Mother. 39 

Cym. Attend you here the doorc of our stern daughter 
Will she not forth? 

Clot. Ihaveassayl'dherwithMusickeSjbutshe vDuch- 

Cym. The Exile of her Minion b too new, 



ubIc ( muiick )-Hanm». 



OP CYMBELINE pi. iii. +7-71 

She hath not yet forgot him, some more time 
Must weare the print of his remembrance on't. 
And then she's yours. 

Qu. You are most bound to'th'King, 
Who let's go by no vantages, that may 
Prefcrre you to his daughter: Frame your selfe 50 

To orderly solicity, and be friended 
With aptnessc of the season: make denials 
Encrease your Services: so seeme, as if 
You were inspir'd to do those duties which 
You tender to her: that you in all obey her. 
Save when command to your dismission tends. 
And therein you are senselesse. 

C/ot, Senselewef Not so. 

[^Enur a Mtssenger.'] 

Mes. So like you (Sir) Ambassadors from Rome ; 
The one is Cam tuciu!. 60 

Cym. A worthy Fellow, 
Albeit he comes on angry purpose now; 
But that's no 6ult of his: we must receyve him 
According to the Honor of his Sender, 
And towards himselfe, his goodnesse fore-spent on us 
We must extend our notice: Our deere Sonne, 
When you have given good morning to your Mistris, 
Attend the Queene,and us, we shall have neede 
T' employ you towards this Romane. 69 

Come our Quecne. Exeunt [all but CUteii] . 

Clot. If she be up. He speake with her: if not 
Let her lye still, and dreame: [Knacks.'] by your leave 
hoa, [ 
I know her women are about her: what 

46. an'i: aut-Rowi. 51. WiWlr; ■oIlcltiDt-iCoLuu. 



II. iii. 7Z-95] THE TRAGEDIE 

Ifl do litfei one of thwr hands, 'tis Gold 

Which buyes admittance (oft it doth) yea, and makes 

Diana'% Rangers falae themselves, yeeld up 

Their Deere to'th'stand o'th'Stealer: and 'tis Gold 

Which makes the True-man kill'd, and saves the Theelc: 

Nay, sometime hangs both Theefe, and True-man: what 

Can it not do, and undoof I will make So 

One of her women Lawyer to me, for ^Jill toitb gtld 

I yet not understand the case my selie. 

By your leave. Kao^ies. 

Eater a LaJy. 

La. Who's there that knockes? 

Clot. A Gentleman. 

La. No more. 

Clot, Yea, and a Gentlewomans Sonne. 

La. That's more 
Then some whose Taylors are as deerc as yours, 90 
Can justly boast of: what's your Lordships pleasure? 

Clot. Your Ladies person, is she ready? 

La. I, to keepe her Chamber. 

Cht. There is Gold for you. 
Sell me your good report. 

La. How, my good name? or to report of you 
What I shall thinke is good. The Princesse. 

Enter Imogen. 98 

Ckl. Good morrow fairest. Sister your sweet hand. 
Imo. Good morrow Sir, you lay out too much paines 
For purchasing but trouble: the thankes I give. 
Is telling you that I am poore of thankes. 
And scarse can spare them. 

9Z-3. new l.at To-Hanher. 
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OF CYMBELINE [II. iii. 95-123 

Ckt. Still I sweare I love you- 

Imo. If you but said so, 'twere as deepe with me: 
If you awcare siiE, your recompence is atlll 
That I regard it not. 

Clai. This is no answer. 

Imo, But that you shall not say, I yeeld b«ng silent, 
I would not speake. I pray you spare me, '&ith 
I shall unfold equall discourteue ill 

To your best kinduesse: one of your great knowing 
Should leame (being taught) forbearance. 

Ctoi. To leave you in your madnesse, ' twere my sin, 
I will not. 

Imo. Fooles are not mad Folkes. 

Clot. Do you call me Foolef 

Imi>. As I am mad I do: 
If you'l be patient. He no more be mad. 
That cures us both. I am much sorry (Sir) I zo 

You put me to forget a Ladies maimers 
By being so verbal!;! g^d leame now, tor all, ^ wordy 
That I which know my heart, do heere pronounce 
By. th' very truth of it, I care not for you. 
And am so neere the lacke of Charitie 
To accuse my selie, I hate you: which 1 had rather 
You felt, then make't my boast. 

Clot. You sinne against 
Obedience, which you owe your Father, for 119 

The Contract you pretend with that base Wretch, 
One, bred of Almes, and foster'd with cold dishes 
With scraps o'th'Court: It is no Contract, none; 
And though it be allowed in meaner parties 
f'Yet who then he more meane) to knit their loules 
(On whom there is no more dependancie 

■ ■3. Kmiattu: nuiprint iF. 



II. Hi. 124-150] THE TRAGEDIE 

But Brats and Beggery) in selfe-figur'd knot. 

Yet you are curb'd from that enlargement, by 
The consequence o'th'Crowne, and must not fbyle 
The precious note of it; with a base Slave, 1 39 

AHilding" for a Livorie, a Squires Cloth, 1 mean felba 
A.Pantler;2 not so eminent. 2 kttper af the pantry 

Imo. Prophane Fellow: 
Wert thou the Sonne of Japiter, and no more. 
But what thou art be^des: thou wer't too base. 
To be his Groome; thou wer't dignified enough 
Even to the point of Envie. If 'twere made 
Comparative for your Vertues, to be sril'd 
The under Hangman of his Kingdomc; and hated 
For being prefer' d so well. 

Clot. The South- Fog rot him. i ;o 

Imo. He never can mecte more mischance, then come 
To be but nam'd of thee. His mean'st Garment 
That ever hath but clipt ' his body; is dearer ' enelastd 
In my respect, then all the Heires above thee. 
Were they all made such men: How now Pisanio} 

Enter Piiama, 
Chi. His Garments? Now the divell. 
Jmo. To Derolby my woman hie thee presently. 
Ciot. His Garmenlf 1 59 

Imo. I am sprighled* with a Foolc, * haunted 

Frighted, and angred worse: Go bid my woman 

Search for a JeweU, that too casually 

Hath left mine Arme: it was thy Masters. Shrew me 

If I would loose it for a Revenew, 

Of any Kbgs in Europe. I do thmk, 

I saw't this morning: Confident I am. 

IS4- Hn>«.- h.lr.-3-4F. 



OF CYMBELINE [II. iii. 151-iv. 9 

Last night 'twas on mine Arnie; I kiss'd ii, 
I hope it be not gone, to tell my Lord 
That I kisse aught but he. 

Pii. 'Twill not be lost. 1 70 

Ime. I hope so; go and search. \_Exil Pijauh.'\ 

Clot. You have abus'd me; 
His meanest Garment? 

Ima. I, I sud so Sir, 
If you will make't an Action, call witnesse lo't. 

Cht. I will entbrme your Father. 

Imo. Your Mother too: 
She's my good Lady; and will concieve, I hope 
But the worst of me. So I leave your Sir, 1 79 

To'th'worst of discontent. Exit. 

Clot. He bereveng'd: 
His mean'st Garment? Well, Exit. 

Scena Quarta. 

[^Rami. Pbilarh't heuit,'\ 

Enter Poslhumui, and Philario. 

Pest. Feare it not Sir; I would I were so sore 

To winne the King, as I am bold, her Honour 

Will rcmaine her's. 

Phil. What meanes do you make to him? 
Post, Npt any; but abide the change of "nme. 
Quake in the present winters state, and wish 
That warmer daycs would come; In these fear'd hope 
I barely gratilie your love; they fayling 10 

I must die much your debtor. 

Phil, Your very goodnesse, and your company, 

iSl. hereveBg*J; be reveDged-a-4F. 
ij. fear' d haft: leaT'd hspM-KxiaHT. 



II. iv. 10.36] THE TRAGEDIE 

Ore-payes all I can do. By this your King, 
Haih heard of Great Augustus: Casus Lucius, 
Will do's Commissioti throughly. And I rhink 
Hee'le grant the Tribute; send th'Arreragcs, 
Or looke upon our Romaines, whose remembrance 
Is yet fresh in their griefe. 

Post. I do beleeve 
(Slatiat'^ though I am none, nor Hbe to be) to 

That this will prove a Warre; and you shall heare 
The Legion now in Gallia, sooner landed ' stattsman 
In our not- fearing- Britatne, then have tydings 
Of any penny Tribute paid. Our Countrymen 
Are men more order' d, then when Julius Cirsar 
Smil'd at their lacke of skill, but found their courage 
Wonhy his frowning at. Their discipline, 
(Now wing-led wnth their courages) will make knowne 
To their Approvers, they are People, such 
That mend upon the world. Enter lachimo. 30 

Phi. See laebimo. 

Past. The swiftest Harts, have posted you by land; 
And Windes of all the Comers kiss'd your Satles, 
To make your vessell nimble. 

Pbil. Welcome Sir. 

Post. I hope the briefenesse of your answere, made 
The speedinesse of your retume. 

lachi. Your Lady, 
Is one of the fayrest that I have look'd upon 39 

Post. And therewithal! the best, or let her beauty 
Looke thorough a Casement to allure false hearts. 
And be ^se with them. 

lachi. Heere are Letters for you. 

P«st. Their tenure good 1 trust. 

21. Ltgw: legion ■-THiaBALD. x8. viing-lid: inlDelBil-i-4F. 



OF CYMBEUNE [II. iv. 36-60 

lack. 'Tis very like. 

Poit. \^Pbi.'] Was Cfl/a*LB««j in the Britiine Court, 
When you were ihere? 

lacb. He waa expected then. 
But not approach'd. 

Pcsl. All is well yet, 50 

Sparkles this Stone as it was wont, or is't not 
Too dull for your good wearing? 

Idcb. If I have lost it, 
I should have lost the worth of it in Gold, 
He make a journey twice as bire, t* enjoy 
A second night of such sweet shortnesse, which 
Was mine in Biiwne, for the Ring b wonne. 

Post. The Stones too hard to come by, 

lacb. Not a whit. 
Your Lady being so easy. 60 

Pest. Make note Sir 
Your losse, your Sport: 1 hope you know that we 
Must not continue Friends. 

lacb. Good Sir, we must 
If you keepe Covenant; had 1 not brought 
The knowledge of your Mistris home, I grant 
We were to question farther; but I now 
Pro&sse my selfe the winner of her Honor, 
Together with your Ring; and not the wronger 
Of her, or you having proceeded but 70 

By both your wiJles. 

Post. Ifyou can mak't apparant 
That yon have lasted her in Bed; my hand. 
And Ring is yours. If not, the foule opinion 
You had of her pure Honour; gaines, or looses. 
Your Sword, or mine, or Masterlesse leave both 



II. iv. 61-86] THE TRAGEDIE 

To who shall linde [hem. 

laeb. Sir, my Circumstances 
Bong so nere the Truth, as I will mate them. 
Must first induce you to beleevc; whose strength 80 
I will confinne with oath, which I doubt not 
You'l give me leave to spare, when you shall finde 
You Deede it not. 

Poll. Proceed. 

lacb. First, her Bed-chamber 
(Where I confesse I slept not, but profcsse 
Had that was well worth watching) it was hang'd 
With Tapistry ofSilke, and Silver, the Story 
Proud Cleopatra, when she met her Roman, 
And SiJnus swell'd above the Bankes, or for 90 

The pressc of Boates, or Pride. A peecc of Worte 
So bravely done, so rich, that it did strive 
In Workemanship, and Value, which I wonder'd 
Could be so rarely, and exactly wrou^t 
Since the true life on't was 

Pest. This is true; 
And this you might have heard of heere, by me. 
Or by some other. 

laih. More particulars 
Must justifie my knowledge. 100 

Post. So they must. 
Or doe your Honour injury. 

lach. The Chimney 
Is South the Chamber, and the Chimney-peece 
Chaste Dian, bathing: never saw I figures 
So likely to report themselves; the Cutter 
Was as another Nature dumbc, out-went her. 
Motion, and Breath left out. 

Poll. This is a thing 
Which you might from Relation likewise reape, 110 



OF CVMBELINE [II. iv. 87-1 lo 

Bebg, as it is, much spofce of. 

lach. The Roofe o'lh' Chamber, 
With golden Cherubins ia fretted. Her Andiroiu 
(I had forgot them) were two winking Cupids 
Of Silver, each on one fbote standing, nicely 
Depending on thdr Brands. 

Post. This is her Honor: 
Let it be granted you have scene all this (and praise 
Be given to your remembrance) the description 
Of what is in her Chamber, nothing saves izo 

The wager you have laid. 

Inch. Then if you can [Sbatving the 6raeelel.'\ 
Be pale, I begge but leave to ayre this Jewell: See, 
And now 'tis up againe: it must be married 
To that your Diamond, He keepe them. 

Pou. Jove 

Once more let me behold it: Is it that 
Which I left with her? 

lacb. Sir (I thanke her) that 
She stript it from her Arme; 1 see her yet; 1 30 

Her pretty Action, did oul-sell her guift. 
And yet entich'd it too: she gave it me. 
And said, she priz'd it once. 

Post. May be, she pluck'd it off 
To send it me. 

Inch. She writes so to you? doth shec? 

Past. O no, no, no, 'tis true. Heere, take this 100, 
\Gives the ring.'\ 
It b a Basiliske unto mine eye, 

Killes me to looke on't: Let there be no Honor, 139 
Where there ia Beauty: Truth, where semblance: Love, 
Where there's another man. The Vowes of Women, 

1 32-3. new 1. K She prii'd-SruvENS ( 1793). 
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Of no more bondage be, to where they are made. 
Then ihey are to their Vertues, which ta nothing: 
O, above measure false. 

Phil. Have patience Sir, 
And take your Ring againe, 'tii not yet wonne: 
It may be probable she lost it: or 
Who knowes if one her women, being corrupted 
Hath stolne it from her. 

Pest. Very true, 1 50 

And so I hope he came by't: backe my Ring, 
Render to me some corporall signe about her 
More evident then this: for this was stolne. 

lach. By Jupiter, I had it from her Arme. 

Post. Hearkeyou, he sweares: by Jupiter he sweares. 
*Tis true, nay teepe the Ring; 'lis true: I am sure 
She would not loose it: her Attendants are 
All swome, and honourable: they induc'd to stealc it? 
And by a Stranger? No, he hath enjoy'd her. 
The Cognisance! of her incontinencie 160 

Is this: she hath bought the name of Whore, thus deerly 
There, take thy hyre, and all the Fiends of Hell 
Divide themselves betwccne you. ' viiible taken 

Phil. Sir, be patient: 
This is not strong enough to be beleev'd 
Of one perswaded well of. 

Pmt. Never talke on't: 
She hath bin colted by him. 

lath. If you seeke 
For further satisfying, under her Breast 170 

(Worthy her pressing) lyes a Mole, right proud 
Of that most delicate Lodging. By Tay life 
I kist it, and it gave me present hunger 

148. gm btr: ode o( baT-l-4F. 
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To feede againe, thongh foil. You do remember 
This stiine upon her? 

Post. I, and it doth confirme 
Another staine, as bigge as Hell can hold. 
Were there no more but it. 

lacb. Will you heare more? 

Post. Spare your Arethmaticke, 1 80 

Never count the Tumes: Once, and a Million. 

lack, lie be swome. 

Past, No swearing: 
If you will sweare you have not done't, you lye. 
And I will kill thcc, if thou do'st deny 
Thou'st made me Cuckold. 

lacb. lie deny nothing. 

Post. O that I had herheere, loteareher Limb-mealc: 
I will go there and doo't, i'th'Coun, before 
Her Fadier. He do something. Exit. 190 

Phil. Quite besides 
The govemment of Patience. You have wonne; 
Let's follow him, and pcrven the present wrath 
He hath against himselfe. 

lacb. With all my heart. Exeunt, 

[Scene v. Amtber mom in Philarto's house.'] 

Enter Postbamus. 
Post. Is there no way for Men to be, but Women 
Must be halfc- workers? We are all Bastards, 
And that most venerable man, which 1 
Did call my Father, was, I Know not where 
When 1 was atampt. Some Coyner with his Tooles 
Made me a counterfeit: yet my Mother seem'd 

igo-i. new 1. at Once-CATELi.. 
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The Dian of that time: so doth my Wife 

The Non-pareij] of this. Oh Vengeance, Vengeance! 

Me of my Uwfull pleasure she restrain'd, lo 

And pray'd me oft forbearance: did it with 

A pudencie i so Rosie, the sweet view on't 

Might well have warm'd olde Sacurne; ^modesty 

That I thought her 

As Chaste, as un-Sunn'd Snow. Oh, all the Divels! 

This yellow lachimo in an houre, was't not? 

Or Jesse; at first? Perchance he spoke not, but 

Uke a fill] Acorn'd Boare, a larmen on, 

Cry'de oh, and mounted; found no opposition 

But what he Jook'd for, should oppose, and she zo 

Should from encounter guard. Could I finde out 

The Womans p>art in mc, for there's no motion 

That tends lo vice in man, but I afiirme 

It is the Womans part: be it Lying, note it. 

The womans: Flattering, hers; Deceiving, hers: 

Lust, and ranke thoughts, hers, hers; Revenges hers: 

Ambinons, Covedogs, change of Prides, Disdaine, 

Nice-longing, Slanders, Mutability; 

All Faults that name, nay, that Hell knowes. 

Why hers, in part, or all ; but rather all For even to Vice 

They are not constant, but are changing still; 31 

One Vice, but of a minute old, for one 

Not halfe so old as that. He write against them. 

Detest them, curse them: yet 'tis greater Skill 

In a true Hate, to pray they have their will: 

The very Divels cannot plague them better. Exit. 

13-14. 1 l.-PoFE. 18, Iarm$n em Oernan oqb-Rowe. 
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OP CYMBELINE [III. i. 1-21 

Actus Tertius. Scena Prima. 

[Britdin. A ball in Cjmitline's palace.~\ 

Enter in State. Cymbelint, ^eene, Clotten, end Lards at 

one desre, and at another, Caiui, Lucim, 

and Attendants, 

Cym. Now say, whal would Augustus Ctrsar with us? 

Lue. When Julius Citsar {whose remembrance yet 
Lives in mens eyes, and will to Eares and Tongues 
Be Theame, and hearing ever) was in this Britain, 
And Conquer' d it, Cassiiulan thine Unkle 
(Famous in Cixsars prayscs, no whit lesse [O 

Then in his Feats deserving it) for him. 
And his Succession, granted Rome a Tribute, 
Yeerely three thousand pounds; which (by thee) lately 
Is left un tender' d. 

Qtt. And to kill the mervaile. 
Shall be so ever. 

CM. There be many Casars, 
Ere such another 'Julius: Britaine's a world ' 

By it aelfe, and we will nothing pay 
For wearing our owne Noses. 10 

Qu. That opportunity 
Which then they had to wkc from's, to resume 
We have againe. Remember Sir, my LJege, 
The Kings your Ancestors, together with 
The natural! bravery of your Isle, which stands 
As Nepiunes Parke, ribb'd, and pal'd in 
With Oakes unskaleable, and roaring Waters, 
With Sands that will not beare your Enemies Boates, 

18-19. Britainc'i: Britain i«, with new I. at A worid-Pori. 
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Butsuckethemup to'th'Top-mast. A kinde of Conquest 
Casar made heere, but made not heerc his bragge 30 
Of Came, and Saw, and Over-came: with shame 
(The first that ever touch'd him) he was carried 
From olf oor Coast, twice beaten: and his Shipping 
(Poore ignorant Baubles) on our terrible Seas 
LJke Egge-shels mov'd upon their Surges, crack'd 
Aa easDy 'gainst our Rocltes. For joy whereof. 
The &m'd Cusiibulan, who was once at point 
(Oh gigleli Fortune) to master C^/arj Sword, ^zeaaton 
Made Luds-Towne with rejoycing- Fires bright. 
And Britaines strut with Courage. 40 

Clot. Come, there's no more Tribute to be paid: our 
Kingdomc is stronger then it was at that time: and (as I 
said) thereisnomosuch Citsars, other of them may have 
crook'd Noses, but to owe such straite Armes, none. 

Cj)«. Son, let your Mother end. 

Clot. We have yet many among us, can gripe as hard 
asCdssiiulan, I doe not ^ay I am one: but I havea hand. 
Why Tribute? Why should we pay Tribute/" If Caiar 
can hide the Sun tram us with a Blanket.or put the Moon 
in his pocket, we will pay him Tribute for light; else Sir, 
no more Tribute, pray you now. 51 

Cym. You must know. 
Till the injurious Romans, did extort 
This Tribute from us, we were free. C/rsars Ambition, 
Which swell'd so much, that it did almost stretch 
The sides o'th'World, against all colour heere. 
Did put the yoake upon's; which to shake off 
Becomes a warlike people, whom we reckon 
Our selves to be, [Cle. and Lords'^ we do. [C^«.] 
Say then to Ctesar, ] 

40. Brisitina: Britoaa-HAMHU. 
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Our Ancestor was that Mtilmutim, which 60 

Ordain'd our Lawes, whose use the Sword of C<eiar 
Hath too much mangled; whose repayre,aDd iranchise, 
Shall (by the power we hold) be our good deed, 
Tho Rome be therfbre angry, Mulmutius made our lawcs 
Who was the first of Britaine, which did put 
His browes wilhin a golden Crowne, and call'd 
Himselfe a King. 

Luc. I am sorry Cymbelini, 
That I am to pronounce Augustus Cieiar 
( Cesar, that hath moe Kings his Servants, then 
Thy sejfe Domesticke Officers) thine Enemy: 71 

Receyve it from me then. Warre, and Confusion 
In Ctxsars name pronounce I 'gainst thee; Looke 
For fory, not to be resisted. Thus defide, 
I thanke thee lor my selfe. 

Cym. Thou art welcome Cuius, 
Thy Casar Knighted me; my youth I sp«nt 
Much under him; of him, I galher'd Honour, 
Which he, to secke of me againe, perforce. 
Behooves me keepe at utterance,' I am perfect, 80 
That the Pannonians and Dalmatians, for 
Their Liberties are now in Armes; a President 
Which not to reade, would shew the Britaines cold: 
So Casar shall not finde them, ^ all hazards 

Lilt. Let proofe speake. 

Chi. His Majesty biddes you welcome. Make pa- 
stime with us, a day, or two, or longer: if you seek us af- 
terwards in other learmes, you shall linde us in our Salt- 
water-Girdle: if you beate us out ofit, it is yours: if you 
fall in the adventure, our Crowes shall &re the better for 
you: and there's an end, 91 

gl. FrtiiiUiii: pnicBdaat-4F. 



III. i. 8s-ii. ii] THE TRAGEDIE 



Scena Secunda. 

^Anntber mom in tbepalace.'\ 

Enter Piianio reading of a Letter. 
Pis. How? of Adultery? Wherefore write you not 
What Monsters her accuse? Leonatas: 
Oh Master, what a atritnge infection 
Is 61ne into thy care? What false Italian, 
(As poysonous tongu'd, as handed) hath prevail'd 
On thy too ready hearing? Disloyail? No. 
She's puniah'd for her Trulhi and undergoes 
More Goddesse-like, then Wife-like; such Assaults lo 
As would take in 1 some Venue. Oh my Master, 
Thy mind to her, is now as lowe, as were i overcome 
Thy Fortunes, How? That I should munher her. 
Upon ihe Love, and Truth, and Vowes; which I 
Have made to thy command? I her? Her blood? 
If it be BO, to do good service, never 
Let me be counted serviceable. How looke I, 
That 1 should seeme to lacke humanity. 
So much as this Fact cornea to? [Reading.'] Doo't: The 
Letter. I 

That 1 have sent her, by her omni command, zo 

Shall give thee opfortunitie. Oh damn'd paper, 
Blacke a» the Inke that's on thee: senselesse bauble, 
Art thou a Fcedaric^ for this Act; and look'st 
So Vii^-like without? Loe here she cornea. 

4. accmei (cculCT-CArELL. 
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Eater Imogen, 
I am ignorant in what I am commanded. 

Ime. How now Pisanie} 

Pis. Madam, heere is a Letter from my Lord. 

Ima. Who, thy Lord? That is my Ltwd Leonatus\ 
Oh, learn'd indeed were that Astronomer 30 

That knew the Siarres, as I his Characters, 
Heel'd lay the Future open. You good Gods, 
Let what is hcere contain'd, rcllish of Love, 
Of my Lords health, of his content; yet not 
That we two are asunder, let that grieve hiro; 
Some grietes are medcinable, that is one of them. 
For it doth physicke Love, of hi^ content. 
All but in that. Good Wan, thy leave: blest be 
You Bees that make these Lockes of counsaile. Lovers, 
And men in dangerous Sondes p>ray not alike, 40 

Though ForfeytouTs you cast in prison, yet 
You claipe young Cupids Tables: good Newes Gods. 

\Reads.-\ 
Justice, and jour Fathers wrath {should he take me 
in bis I Dominion) could not be so cruell to me, as you: 
( oh the dee- | rest of Creatures') would even renew me 
with your eyes. Take \ notice that J am in Cambria 
a/Milford-Havenitcitfijruur | owne Love, will out of this 
advise you, follow. So he wiihe; you | all happiaesse, 
that remaines loyall to his Votii, and your encrea- | slag 
in Love, Leonatus Posthumus. | 

Oh for a Horse with wings: Hear'st thou Pisanioi $0 
He is at M il ford- Haven : Read, and cell me 



III. ii. S2-8I] THE TRAGEDIE 

How farrc 'tis thither, ironc ofmeane affaires 

May plod it in a weeke, why may not I 

Glide thither in a day? Then true Pisaaia, 

Who long' St like me, to see thy Lord; who long'st 

(Dh let mc bate) but not like mc; yet long'st 

But in a fainter kinde. Oh not like me: i raf-iJ^ 

For mine's beyond, beyond: say, and speake thicke' 

(Loves Counsailor should iill the bores of hearing. 

To' th' smothering of the Sense) how farre it is 60 

To this same blessed Milford. And by'th'way 

Tell me how Wales was made so happy, as 

T'inherite such a Haven. But first of all. 

How we may steale from hence: and for the gap 

That we shall make in Time, from our hence-going. 

And OUT retume, to eicuse: but first, how ger hence. 

Why should excuse be borne or ere begotf 

Weele talke of that heereafter. Prythee speake. 

How many store of Miles may we well rid 

Twixt houre, and houref 70 

Pi). One score 'twijtt Sun, and Sun, 
Madam's enough for you: [j/i/at] and too much too. 

Inm. Why, one that rode to's Excotion Man, 
Could never go so slow; I have heard of Riding wagers. 
Where Horses have bin nimbler then the Sands 
That run i'lh'Clocks behalfe. But this is Foolrie, 
Go, bid my Woman feigne a Sicknesse, say 
She'le home to her Father; and provide me presently 
A Riding Suit: No costlier then would fit 
A FranklinsS Huswife. ^freflm/Jer's 80 

Pisa. Madam, you're best consider. 

Jnio. I see before me (Man) nor heere, not heerej . 
Nor what ensues but have a Fog in them 

£6. gtr: mispiinl iP. 69. aare: ■can-i-4F. rid: rida-a-4F. 
73. Eiecalits: miipTiiiC iF. 
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OF CYMBEUNE [UI. ii. 82-ui. 20 

That I cannot looke through. Away, I prythee. 
Do as I bid thw: There's no more to say: 
Accessible is none but Milford way. Extunt. 



[tfales: a meaataintus ituntry wilb a eave.'^ 

Enter [ymm the cave\ Belarius, Guiderius, and 
ArviragUi\_foUowing\. | 

Bel. A goodly day, not to keepe house with such. 
Whose Roofe'g as lowe as ours: Sleepe Boyes, this gate 
InstTuctB you how t' adore the Heavens; and bowes you 
To a mornings holy office. The Gates of Monarches 
Are Arch'd so high, that Giants may jet' through 
And keepe their impious Turbcnds on, without ' Hrut 
Good morrow to the Son. Haile thou faire Heaven, 
We house i'th'Rocke, yet use thee not so hardly 10 
As prouder livers do. 

Guid. Haile Heaven. 

Arvir. Hailc Heaven. 

Bela. Now for our Mountaine sport, up to yond hill 
Your legges are yong: He tread these Flats. Conuder, 
When you above perceive me like a Crow, - 
That it is Place, which lessen't, and sets ofT, 
And you may then revolve what Tales, I have told you. 
Of Courts, of Princesi of the Tricks in Warre. 
This Service, is not Service; so being done, zo 

But being V3 allowed. To apprehend thus, 
Dnwes us a profit Irom all things we see: 
And often to our comfort, shall we finde 
The ihorded^ Beetle, in a safer hold ^ sealy-winged 

4. Sli^i SWop-HAHMU. S. TurhnJii turbaM-SiHGca. 



III. m. ii-so] THE TRAGEDIE 

Then is the full-wing'd Eagle. Oh this lite. 

Is Nobler, [hen attending for i checke: 

Richer, then doing nothing for ■ Bibe: 

Prouder, then rustling in unpayd-for Silke: 

Such gaine the Cap of him, that makes him fine. 

Yet keepes his Booke uncros'd: no life to ours. 30 

Gut. Out ofyourproofe you speak: wepoore unfledg'd 
Have never wing' d from view o' th' nest ; nor knowes not 
What Ayre's from home. Hap'ly this life is best, 
(If quiet life be best) sweeter to you 
That have a sharper knowne. Well corresponding 
With your sdfFe Age; but unto us, it is 
A Cell of Ignorance: travailing a bed, 
A Prison, or a Debtor, that not dares 
To stride a limit. 

/irvi. What should we speake of 4.0 

When we are old as you? When we shall beare 
The Raine and winde beate darke December? How 
In this our pinching Cave, shall we discourse 
The frecang houres away? We have scene nothing: 
We are beastly; subtle as the Fox for prey. 
Like warlike as the Wolfe, for what we eate: 
Our Valour is to chace what flyes: Our Cage 
We make a Quire, as doth the prison' d Bird, 
And sing our Bondage freely. 

Bil. How you speake. 50 

Did you but know die Citties Usuries, 
And felt them knowingly; the An o'th'Court, 
As hard to leave, as kecpe: whose top Co climbe 
Is certaine falling: or so slipp'ry, that 
The feare's .as bad as filUng. The toyle o'th' Waire. 
A paine that onely seemes to seeke out danger 

17. Babi: b*uble-Rowi. 29. i/n.' 'eni'-CArllt 

31. haieei! knew-3-4F. 1%. trr for-Pon, 



OP CYMBEUNE [HI. iii. 51-79 

I'th'Mme of Fame, and Honor, which dyes i'lh'search. 

And hath as oit a sland'rous Epitaph, 

As Record of faire Act. Nay, many times 

Doih ill deserve, by doing well: what's worse 60 

Must cun'sie at the Censure. Oh Boyes, thu Siorie 

The World may reade in me; My bodie's mark'd 

With Romao Swords; and my report, was once 

First, with the best of Note. Cymieline lov'd me. 

And when a Souldier was the Theame, my name 

Was not farrc oiF: then was I as a Tree 

Whose boughes did bend with &uit. But in one night, 

A Storme, or Robbery (call it what you will) 

Shooke downe my mellow han^ngs: nay my Leaves, 

And left me bare to weather. 70 

Gui. Uncertaine favour. 

Bel. My fault being nothing (as I have lold you oft) 
But that two Villaines, whose false Oathes prevayl'd 
Before my perfect Honor, swore to Cymbeline, 
I was Confederate with the Romanes: so 
Followed my Banishment, and this twenty yeeres. 
This Rocke, and these Demesnes, have bene my World, 
Where I fiaveliv'd at honest freed ome, payed 
More pious debts to Heaven, then in all 79 

The fore-end of my time. But, up to'th'Monntames, 
This is not Hunters Language; he that strikes 
The Veniion first, shall be the Lord o'th'Feast, 
To him the other two shall minister. 
And we viiill feare no poyson, which attends 
In place of greater State.' 

He meeie you in the Valleys, Exeunt 

[Gtiiderius and Arviragus\ . 
How hard it is to hide the sparkes of Nature? 

61. Mnai Huit'i-4F. 85-6. 1 l.-Ctrau.. 



Jri. m. 80-107] THE TRAGEDIE 

These Boyei know little they are Sonnes to'th'King, 

Nor Cymbelint dreames that they are alive. 

They thinke they are mine, 90 

And though train'd up thus meanely 

I'th'Cave, whereon the Bowe their thoughts do hit. 

The Roofes of Palaces, and Nature prompts them 

In simple and lowe things, to Prince it, much 

Beyond the tricke of others. This Paladour, 

The heyre of Cymieiim and Britaine, who 

The King his Father call'd Guiderius. Jove, 

When on my three-foot stoole I sit, and tell 

The warlike feats I have done, his spirits Aye out 

Into my Story: say thus mine Enemy lell, 100 

And thus I set my foote on's necke, even then 

The Princely blood Aowes in his Cheeke, he sweats, 

Straines hia yong Nerves, and puts himseife in posture 

That acts my words. The yonger Brother Cadtaslt, 

Once Arviragu!, in ag like a figure 

Strikes life into my speech, and shewes much more 

His owne eonceyving. Hearke, the Game is rows' d. 

Oh Cymieline, Heaven and my Conscience knowes 

Thou didd'st unjustly banish me: whereon 

At three, and two yeeres old, I stole these Babes, 1 10 

Thinking to barre thee of Succession, as 

Thou refts me of my Lands. Euripbilg, 

Thou was't their Nurse, they took thee for their mother, 

And every day do honor to her grave; 

My selfe Beiariui, that am Mergan call'd 

They take for Naturall Father. The Game is up. Exit. 



91, iiiicrion lit Boivt: wherein they bow.-WAainaToN. 

9;. Paladour: Polydore ( Poljdoc )-RowI. 

iix. rtfti: rcft'it-Rowi. 115. Mtr^ani Harsaii-i-4F. 



OF CYMBEUNE [III. iv. 1-34 

Scena Quarta. 

[Ceuntry ntar Milferd-Haven.'\ 
Enter PisanU and Imogen. 

Imo. Thou lold'st me wheawe came from horse, the 
pU«| 

Waa neere at hand: Nc're long'd my Mother bo 
To see me first, as I have now. Pisaaia, Man; 
Where is Pastbamuif What is in thy mind 
That makes thee stare thus? Wherefore breaks that sigh 
From th'inword of thee? One, but painted thus 
Would be interpreted t thing perplex'd 
Beyond selfe- explication. Put thy selfe lO 

Into a haviouT of lesse feare, ere wildnesse 
Vanquish my stayder Senses. What's the matter? 
Why tender' St thou that Paper to me, with 
A looke untender? Ift be Summer Newes 
Smile too*t before; if Winterly, thou need'st 
But keepe that count'nance stil. My Husbands hand? 
That Drug-damn'd Italy, haih out-craftied him. 
And hee's at some hard point. Speake man, thy Tongue 
May take off some eztreamitie, which to reade 
Would be even mortal! to me. zo 

Pis. Please you reade. 
And you shall finde me (wretched man) a thing 
The most disdain'd of Fortune. 

Thy Mislrii (Piianh) hath plaide the Strumfet in 
my ) Bed: the Teslimonie! whereof, lyes bleeding in me. 
I speak I not out »f wtake Surmises, but from praafe as 

16. lya: II* (ly«)-Rowi. 



III. iv. 24.57] THE TRAGEDIE 

ilreng as my \greefe, and as eerlaine as I expect my 
Revenge. That pari, then \ (Phania) must adefir 
me, if thy Faith be not tainted with the \ breach of 
hers; let thine atone hands take acaay her life: I shall \ 
give thee appariunityat MUford Haven. She bath mj 
Letter \for the purpose; where, if thau feare ta striie, 
and to make mee \ certaine it is done, thau art the Pan- 
der la her dishansar, and | equally to me disleyall. 34 

Pis, What shall I need to draw my Sword, the Paper 
Hath cut her throat alreadie? No, 'tis Slander, 
Whose edge is sharper then the Sword, whose tongue 
Ogt-venomes all the Wormes of Nyle, whose breath 
Rides on the posting windes, and doth belye 
All comers of the World. Kings, Queenes, and States, 
Maides, Matrons, nay the Secrets of the Grave 41 
This viperous slander enters. What cheere. Madam? 

Ime. False to his Bed^ What is it to be falser 
To lye in watch there, and to thinke on himf 
To weepe 'twist clock and clock? Ifsleepcharge Nature, 
To breake it with a tearfiill drcame of him. 
And cry my selfc awake? That's ialfe to's bed? Is ii? 

Pisa. Alas good Lady. 

Imo. I lalse? Thy Conscience witnesse : lacbima. 
Thou didd'st accuse him of Incontinencie, ;o 

Thou then look'dst like a Villaine: now, me thinkes 
Thy favours good enough. Some Jay of Italy 
(Whose mother was her painting) hath betraid him; 
Poore I am stale, a Garment out of fashion. 
And for I am richer then to hang by th'walles, 
I must be ript: To peeces with me; Oh! 
Mens Vowes are womens Traitors. All good seeming 
By thy revolt (oh Husband) shall be thought 
47.>(ft.-(U..-i-4F. 



OF CYMBELINE [III. iv.s8-86 

Put on for Villainy; not borne where' t growes. 

But worne a Baite for Ladies. 60 

Piia. Good Madam, heare me. 

Imo. True honest men being heard, like fake Mneai, 
Were in his time thoughi false: and Synens weeping 
Did scandall many a holy tearei toote pitiy 
From most true wretchednesse. So thou, Peslbumm 
Wilt lay the Leaven on all proper men; 
Goodly, and gallant, shall be false and peijur'd 
Prom thy great fejle: Come Fellow, be thou honest. 
Do thou thy Masters bidding. When thou seest him, 
A little witnesse my obedience. Looke 70 

I draw the Sword my selfe, take it, and hit 
The innocent Mansion of my Love (my Heart;) 
Fewe not, 'tis empty of all things, but Greefe: 
Thy Master is not there, who was indcede 
The liches of it. Do his bidding, strike. 
Thou maysl be valiant in a belter cause; 
But now thou scem'st a Coward. 

Pii, Hence vile Instrument, 
Thou shalt not damne my hand. 

Imo. Why, I must dye: 80 

And if I do not by thy hand, thou art 
No Servant of thy Masters. Against Selfe-slaughter, 
There is a prohibitioD so Divine, 
That cravens my weikc hand; Come, heere's my heart : 
Something's a-foot: Soft, soft, wee'l no defence. 
Obedient a the Scabbard. What is heere. 
The Scriptures of the Loyall Leonalas, 
All tum'd to Here»e? Away, away 
Conupters of my Faith, you shall no more , 

Be Stomachers to my heart: thus may poore Fooles 90 

85. 4>>/.' »fo«H-Rowi. 



III. iv. 87-114] THE TRAGEDIE 

Beleeve false Teachers: Though those that are b«traid 
Do feele the Tretaon sharpely, yet the Traitor 
Stands in worse ease of woe. And thou Pssthumui, 
That didd'st set up my disobedience 'gainst the King 
My Father, and mates me put into contempt the suites 
Of Princely Pellowes, shalt heereafier finde 
It ia no acce of common passage, but 
A straine of Rarenesse: and I greeve my selfe. 
To ihinke, when thou shalt be disedg'd by her. 
That now thou tyrest • on, how thy memory 1 00 

Will then be pang'd by me, Prythee dispatch. 
The Lambe entreats the Butcher. Wher's thy knife? 
Thou art too slow to do thy Masters bidding 
When I desire it too, 1 preyisi 

Pit. Oh gradous Lady: 
Since I receiv'd command to do this buunesse, 
I have not slept one winke. 

Imo. Doo't, and to bed then. 

Pis. lie wake mine eye-balles first. 

Imn. Wherefore then 110 

Didd'st undertake it? Why hast thou abus'd 
So many Miles, with a pretence? This place? 
Mine Action? and thine owne? Our Horses labour? 
The Time inviting thee? The perturb'd Coun 
For my being alisent? whereunto I never 
Purpose retume. Why hast thou gone bo farre 
To be un-bent? when thou hast 'tane thy sDuid, 
Th' elected Deere before thee? 

Pis. But to win time 
To loose so bad employment, in the which iio 

I have consider'd of a course: good Ladle 

93-5. 4 II. ending wo«, up, fathei, muits-CArEU.. 
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OF CYMBELINE [III. iv. 115-138 

Heare me with patience. 

Ima. Taike thy tongue weary, speake: 
I have heard I am a Stnimpei, and mine care 
Therein &lse itrooke, can take no greater wound. 
Nor tent, I to bottome that. But speake. ^prabt 

Pis. Then Madam, 
I thought you would not backe agome. 

lm». Most like. 
Brining me heere to kill me. 1 30 

Pis. Not so neither: 
But if I were as wise, as honest, then 
My purpose would prove well: it cannot be. 
But that my Master is abus'd. Some Villaine, 
I, and singular in hia Art, hath done you both 
This cursed injurie. 

Imo. Some Roman Curtezan? 

Pisa. No, on my life; 
lie give but nodcc you are dead, and send him 
Some bloody signe of it. For 'tis commanded 140 
I should do so: you shall be mist at Court, 
And that will well conlirme it. 

Imo. Why good Fellow, 
What shall I do the while? Where bide? How live/ 
Or in my liie, what comfort, when I am 
Dead to my Husband.' 

Pis. If you'I backe to'th'Court. 

Imo. No Court, no Father, nor no more adoe 
With that harsh, noble, simple nothing: 
That Clotttn, whose Love-suite hath bear tc me 1 ;o 
As fearefiill as a Siege. 

Pis. If not at Coun, 
Then not in Britaine must you bide. 

I, in]arj.-CAP«.L. 



III. iv. 138.167] THE TRAGEDIE 

Imo. Where then? 
Hath BritaiDc all the Sunne that shines? Day? Night? 
Are they not but in Britainc? I'th'worlds Volume 
Our Britainc seetnes as of it, but not in't: 
In a great Poole, a Swannes-nest, prythee thinke 
There's livers out of Britaine. 

Pii. I am most glad 160 

You thinke of other place; Th' Ambassador, 
Lucius the Romane comes to Milfbrd-Haven 
To morrow. Now, if you could weare a minde 
Darke, as your Fortuiie b, and but di^:uiae 
That which t'appeare it selfe, must not yet be. 
But by selfe-danger, you should tread a course 
Pretty, and fiJI of view; yet, happily, neere 
The residence of Postbumui; so nie (at least) 
That though his Action* were not visible, yet 
Report should render him hourely to your eare, 1 70 
As tniely as he mooves. 

Into. Oh for such meanes. 
Though perill to my modestie, not death on't 
I would adventure. 

Pis. Well then, heere's the point: 
You must ibrget to be a Woman: change 
Command, into obedience. Fearc, and Nicenesse 
(The Handmaides of all Women, or more truely 
Woman it pretty selfe) into a waggish courage. 
Ready in gybes, quicke-answcr'd, sawcie, and 1 80 

As quarrellous as the Weazell: Nay, you roust 
Forget that rarest Treasure of your Cheeke, 
Bxposing it (but oh the harder heart, 
Alacke no remedy _J to the greedy touch 
Of common -liissing Titan: and forget 
Your laboursome and dainty Trimmes, wherein 

167. happilyi haply-Pori. 



OF CVMBELINE [III. iv. 168-196 

You made great June angry. 

Into. Nay be breefe? ' 
I see into thy entl, and am almost 
A man already. 19a 

Pis. First, make your selfe but lite one. 
Fore- thin king this. I have already til 
('Tis in my Cloake-bagge) Doublet, Hat, Hose, all 
That answer to them: Would you in their serving, 
(And with what imitation you can borrow 
From youth of such a season) 'fore Noble Lucius 
Present your selfe, desire hb service: tell him 
Wherein you're happy; ' which will make him know. 
If [hat his head have eare in Musicke, doubtlcsse 199 
With joy he will imbrace you: for hee'a Honourable, 
And doubling that, most holy. Your meanea abroad: 
You have me rich, and I will never &ile '^gifted 

Be^nning, nor supplyment. 

Imo. Thou art all the comfort 
The Gods will diet me with, Prythee away, 
There's more to be consider'd: but wee'l even* 
All thet good time will give ua. This attempt, 
1 am Souldier too, and will abide it with ^ prejii by 
A Princes Courage. Away, I prythee, 109 

Pis. Well Madam, we must take a short fiirewell. 
Least being mist, I be suspected of 
Your carriage from the Court. My Noble Mistris, 
Heere is a boxe, I had it from the Queene, 
What's in't is precious; If you are sicte at Sea, 
Or Stomac ke- qualm 'd at Ldnd, a Dramme of this 
Will drive away distemper. To some shade. 
And fit you to your Manhood: may the Gods 
Direct you to the best. 

Imo. Amen: I thanke thee. Exeunt. 

198. -will: you'll-HAHMM. 107. ibvl: thmt'l-4.F. 



III. V. 1-20] THE TRAGEDIE 

Scena Quinta. 

[ ^ ream in Cymielim'i pakee.'\ 

. Enter Cymielini, Qaetne, Clettn, Lueiai, 

and Lardi \_and Attendants^ . 

Cym. Thus brre, and so fivewell. 

Lu(. Tbankea, Royall Sir: 
My Emperor hath wrote, I mult from hence. 
And am right wiry, that I must report ye 
My Masters Enemy. 

Cym. Our Subjects (Sir) 
Will not endure his yoake; and for our selfe lo 

To shew lesse SoveTaignty then they, must needs 
Appcare un-Kinglike. 

La(. So Sir; I desire of you 
A Conduct over I^nd, to Mil ford -Haven. 
Madam, all joy befall your Grace, [Qb;;o] and you. 

Cym. My Lords, you are appointed for that Office: 
The due of Honor, in no point omit: 
So farewell Noble Lucius. 

Lue. Your hand, my Lord. ig 

Clot. Receive it friendly: but from this time forth 
I weare it as your Enemy. 

Luc. Sir, the Event 
Is yet to name the winner. Fare you well. 

Cym. Leave not the worthy Lucius, good my Lords 
Till he have crost the Severn. Happines. 

Exit Lucius, i^c I 

Qu, He goes hence frowning: but it honours us 
That we have given him cause. 

Clot. 'Tis all the better. 
Your valiant Britaines have their wishes in it, 

09. Briiainii: Britooa-PaTi. 



OF CYMBELINE [III. v 11-44 

Cyni, Lucius hath wrote already to the Emperor 30 
How it goe» heere. It fits us therefore ripely 
Our Chariots, and our Horsemen be in readinesse: 
The Powreg that he already hath in Gallia 
Will soone be drawne (o head, from whence he moves 
His warre for Briiaine. 

Qu. 'Tis not sleepy boainessc. 
But must be look'd too speedily, and strongly. 

Cym. Our ezpectanon that it would be thus 
Hath made us forward. But my gentle Queene, 
Where is our Daughter.' She hath not appear'd 40 
Before the Roman, nor to us hath tender'd 
The duty of the day. She laoke us like 
A thmg more made of malice, then of duty, 
We have noted it. Call her before us, for 
We have beene too slight m sufferance. 

[Exit an AllenJant.'] 

Qu. Royall Sir, 
Since the exile of Peslbttmus, moat retyr'd 
Hath her life bin: the Cure whereof, my Lord, 
'Tit time must do. Beseech your Majesty, 
Porbeare sharpe speeches [o her. Shee's a Lady Jo 
So tender of rebukes, that words are stroke;. 
And strokes death to her. 



Enter a Mesiinger. 

Cym. Where is she Sir? How 
Can her contempt be answer'df 

Mes. Please you Sir, 
Her Chambers are all lock'd, and there's no answei 
That will be given to'th'lowd of noise, we make. 

51. iiriiti ■trokea-i- 



in. V. +S-69] THE TRAGEDIE 

Qu. My Lord, when last 1 went to visit her. 
She pray'd me to excuse her keeping close, 60 

Whereto constrain' d by her infirmitie. 
She should that dutie leave unpude la you 
Which dayly she was bound to proffer: this 
She wish'd tne to make knowne: but our great Court 
Made me too blame in memory. 

Cym. Her doores lock'd? 
Not scene of late? Grant Heavens, that which I 
Feare, prove &lse. Exit. 

Qu. Sonne, I say, follow the King. 

C/et. That man of hers, Piiania, her old Servant 70 
I have not scene these two dayes. Exit. 

Qa. Go, looke after: 
Pisanio, thou that sland'sl so for Peitbumus, 
He hath a Drugge of mine: I pray, his absence 
Proceed by swallowing that. For he belceves 
It is a thing most precious. But for her. 
Where is she gone? Haply dispaire hath seiz'd her: 
Or wing'd with fervour of her love, she's flowne 
To her dcsir'd Posthumui: gone she is. 
To death, or to dishonor, and my end 80 

Can make good use of either. Shee b«ng downe, 
I have the placing of the Briitish Crowne. 

Etttir Cioten. 
How now, my Sonne? 

Clot. "Tis certaine she is fled: 
Go in and cheere the King, he rages, none 
Dare come about him. 

Qu. [AsiJel All the better; may 
This night fore-stall him of ihecommingday. ExilQu. 

67-g. new 1. at Prove-Rowi. 
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OF CYMBEUNE [111. ?. 70-95 

C/0. I tove, *nd hatcher: for she's Paireand Ro}^1, 
And that she hath all courtly parts more esquisile 91 
Then Lady, Ladies, Woman, from every one 
The best she hath, and she of all compounded 
Out-selles them all. I love her therefore, but 
Disdaining me, and throwing Favours on 
The low Poitbomtis, slanders so her judgement. 
That what's else rare, is choak'd; and in that point 
I will conclude to hate her, nay indeede. 
To be reveng'd upon her. For, when Fooles shall 

Enter Pisanh. 100 

Who is heere? What, are you packing^ sirrah? 
Come hither; Ah you precious Pandar, Villaine, 
Where is thy Lady? In a word, or else ^running off 
Thou art straightway with the Fiends, 

Pii. Oh, good my Lord, 

CA. Where is thy Lady? Or, by Jupiter, 
I will not aske againe. Close Villune, 
He have this Secret from thy heart, or rip 
Thy heart to finde it. Is she with Paslimmus! 
From whose so many waighis of basenesse, cannot no 
A dram of worth be drawne. 

Pis. Alas, my Lord, 
How can she be with him? When was she miss'd? 
He is in Rome. 

Cist. Where ts she Sir? Come neerer: 
No fivther halting: sitislie me home,^ 
What is become of her? ^ iboroughfy 

Pis. Oh, my all-worthy Lord. 

Clt. All-worthy Villaine, 
Discover where thy Mistris is, at once, 1 20 

99, loi. new 1. al ShBll-TnioiALD. 
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At the Dcxt word; do more of worthy Lord: 
Speake, or thy silence on the insiaot, is 
Thy condemnation, and thy death. 

Pit. Then Sir: 
This Paper is the bistorie of my knowledge 
Touching her flight. \_Preseiiling a ietter,'\ 

Cis. Let's sce't; I will pursue her 
Even to Augusiui Throne. 

Pii. \_Aside\ Or thii, or perish. 
She's brre enough, and what he learnes by ihb, 130 
May prove his travell, not her danger. 

Cie. Humh. 

Pis, [_jl!idi\ Ilewritc to my Lord she's dead: Oh 
IniBgen, | 
Safe mayst thou wander, safe retume agen. 

CUt. Sirra, is this Letter tnief 

Pis. Sir, as I thinke. 

C&t. It b/'oir^v'nv^hand, Ibnow't. Sirrah, if thou 
would'st not be a Villain, bul do me truescrvice; under- 
go those Imploymenis wherin I should have cause to use 
thee with a seiious industry, that Is, what villainy soere I 
bid thee do to performe it, directly and truely, I would 
thinke thee an honest man: thou should'st ndther want 
my meanes for thy releefe, nor my voyce for thy prefer- 
ment. 144 

Pit. Well, my good Lord. 

Clot. Wilt thou serve mee? For since patiently and 
constantly thou hast stucke to the bare Fortune of that 
Beggcr Pssthumus, thou canst not in the course of grati- 
tude, but be a diligent follower ofmine. Wilt thou serve 
mee? 1 50 

Pis. Sir, I will. 

Cio. Givemee thyhand, heere'smypnrac. Hantmy 
of thy late Masters Garments in thy possesion? 



OF CYMBELINE [111. v. 127-160 

Pisan. I have (my Lord) at my Lod^g, the same 
Suite he wore, when he cooke leave of my Ladie Sr Mi- 

Cle. The first service thou dost mee, fetch that Suite 
hither, let it be thy first service, go. 

Ph. I shall my Lord. Exit. 1 59 

CIb. Meet thee at Milford-Havenr (I forgot to aske 
him one thing. He remember't anon:) even there, thou 
villaine Pottbumui will I kill [hee. I would these Gar- 
ments were come. She s^deupon a time (the bittemesse 
of it, I now belch from my heart) that shee held the very 
Gannent of Postbumus, in more respect, then my Noble 
and naturall person; together with the adomement of 
my Qualities. With that Suite upon my backe wil I ra- 
vish her: first kill him, and in her eyes; there shall she see 
my valour, which wil then be a torment to hir contempt. 
He on the ground, my speech of insujmeni ended on his 
dead bodie, and when my Lust hath dined (which, as I 
say, to vex her, I will execute in the Cloathes that she so 
pnds'dr) tothe Court He knock her backe, foot her home 
agatne. She hath despis'd mce rejoycingly, and He bee 
merry in my Revenge. 175 

Enter Pisanie [mtb the claibts] . 
Be those the Garments? 

Pii. I, my Noble Lord. 

Ch. How Jongis't since she went to Milford-Haven? 

Pis. She can scarae be there yet. 180 

Clo. Bring this Apparrell to my Chamber, that is 
the second thing thai I have commanded thee. The third 
is, that thou wilt be a voluniarie Mute to my designe. Be 
but dutious, and true preferment shall tender it selfe to 
170. iiBilmtnl! lDiultmeDt-i-4F. 
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thee. My ReveageianowatMiltord, wouldl hadwbgs 

to follow it. Come, and be true. Exit 

Pii. Thou bid'si me to ray losse: for true to thee. 
Were to prove &lse, wtuch I will never bee 
To him that is moat true. To Milford go. 
And tinde not her, whom thou pursuest. Flow, flow 190 
Yoii Heavenly blessings on her: This Foolea speeds 
Be crost with slownesse; Labour be his meede. Exit 



Scena Sexta. 
[Walei. Before the cave of Btlaritts.'\ 
Enter Imogen alone \in bofs tlothes^, 
Ime. I see a miDS life is a tedious one, 
] have tyr'd my selfe: and for two nights together 
Have made the ground my bed. I should be ucke. 
But that my resolution helpes me: Milford, 
When from the Mountaine top, Pisanio shew'd thee. 
Thou was't within a kenne. Oh Jove, I thinke 
Foundatbns flyc the wretched; such I meane, 9 

Where they should be releev'd. Two Beggers told me, 
I could not miase my way. Will poore Folfccs lye 
That have Afllictions on them, knowing 'tis 
A punishment, or Triall? Yes; no wonder. 
When Rich-ones scarse tell true. To lapse in Fulnesse 
Is sorer, then to lye for Neede: and Falshood 
Is worse in Kings, then Beggers, My deere Lord, 
Thou art one o'lh'&lsc Ones: Now I thinke on thee, 
My hunger's gone; but even before, I was 
At point to sinke, for Food. But what is thb? 
Heere is a path too't.- 'tis some savage hold: 20 

I were best not call; I dare not call; yet Famine 
Ere cleane it o're-throw Nature, mates it valiant. 
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Plentie, and Peace breeds Cowards: Hardnease eve 

Of Hardincsae is Mother. Hoa? who's heere? 

If any thing that's civilt, speake: if savage. 

Take, or lend. Hoa? No answer? Then lie enter 

Best draw my Sword; and if mine Eoemy 

But feare the Sword like me, hee'l scaraely lookc o 

Such a Foe, good Heavens. Exit [ta the tat 



Scena Septima. 30 

Enter Btlarius, Guiderim, and Arviragus. 

Bel. You Pelidore'haMc prov'd best Woodman, and 
Are Master of the Feast: Cadwall, and I 
Will play thi Cooke, and Servant, 'tis our match: 
The sweat of industry would dry, and dye 
But for the end it workes too. Come, our stomackes 
Will make what's homely, savoury: Wearinesse 
Can snore upon the Flint, when rcstic Sloth 
Findcs the Downe-piJlow haid. Now peace be heere, 
Poore house, that keep'st thy selfc. 40 

Gui. I am throughly weary. 

Arvi. I am weake with toyle, yet strong in appetite, 

Gui. There iscold meat i'th'Cave,we'Ibrouzon that 
Whil'st what we have kill'd, be Cook'd. 

Bel. [Loeking inta the fve'] Stay, come not in: 
But that It eates our victualles, 1 should thinke 
Heere were a Faiery. 

Gui. What's the matter. Sir? 

Se/. By Jupiter an Angeil: or if not 
An earthly Paragon. Behold Divii 
No elder then a Boy. 

30. Sena StplitKa: out-Rowi. 
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Enttr Imegcn. 

Imo. Good niMtwa harme me not: 
Before I encer'd heere, I call'd, and thought 
To have begg'd, orbought, what 1 have took; good troth 
I have stoltie noughi, nor would not, though I had found 
Gold strew'd i' th' Floore, Heere's money for my Meate, 
I would have left 11 on the Boord, so soone 
As I had made my Mealej and parted 
With Pray'n for the Provider. 60 

Gui. Money? Youth. 

Arv. All Gold and Silver rather turne to durt. 
As 'tis no bctier icckon'd, but of those 
Who worship durty Gods. 

Ima. I see you're angry; 
Know, if yoo kill me for my fault, I should 
Have dyed, had I not made it. 

BeL Whether bound? 

Ime. To Milford-Haven. 

Btl. What's your name? 70 

Ime. Tidelt Sir: I have a Kinunao, who 
Is bound for Italy; he embark'd at Milford, 
To whom being going, almost spent with hunger, 
I am &lne in this oFence. 

Bel. Prythee (taire youth) 
Thinke us no Churlcs: nor measure our good mindes 
By this rude place we live in. Well encounter'd, 
'Tb almost night, you shall have better cheere 
Ere you depart; and thankes to stay, and eate it: 
Boyes, bid him welcome. 80 

Gut. Were you a woman, youth, 
I should woo hard, but be your Groome in honesty: 
I bid for you, as I do buy. 

Arvi. lie make't my Comfort 
74 
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He is a mm. He love him as my Brother: 

And such a welcome aa I'ld give to him 

(After long absence) such is yours. Moat welcome: 

Be sprightly, for you &II 'mongst Friends, 

/(HO. ' Mongst Friends? 
If Brothers: \_Jsiiie] would it had bin so, that they 90 
Had bin my Fathers Sonnes, then had my prize 
Bin lesse, and so more equall ballasting 
To thee Pmthumus. 

Bel. He wrings at some dislrcsse. 

Gui. Would I could fi«e't. 

Arvi. Or I, what ere it be. 
What paine it cost, what danger: Gods! 

Bel. Hearke Boyea. \IVbiipermg.'] 

Ime. Great men 
That had a Court no bigger then this Cave, 100 

That did attend themselves, and had the vertae 
Which their owne Conscience aeai'd them: laying by 
That nothing-guift of differing Multitudea 
Could not oul-pecrc these twainc. Pardon me Gods, 
I'ld change my seie to be Companion with them. 
Since Leenatus &lae. 

Bel. It ahall be ao: 
Boyea wee'l go dresae our Hunt. Faire youth come in; 
Discourse is heavy, fasting: when we have supp'd 
Wee'l mannerly demand thee of thy Story, no 

So farre as thou wilt speake it. 

Gui. Pray draw neere. 

Arvi. The Night to'th'Owle, 
And Mome to th'Iarke lesse welcome. 

Imo. Thankes Sir. 

Arvi. I pray draw neere. Exeunt. 

\'A. IdDdfiii.'LBODatui'i-iRawi, 113-14' i l.-Pari 
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[Scene vii. Rsmi. A public place J\ 

Enter Itea Roman Senators, and Tribunes. 

i.Sen. This is the tenor of che Emperors Writ; 
That Mnce the common men are now in Action 
'Gainst the Pannonians, and Dalmatians, 
And that the Legiona now in Gallia, are 
Full weake to undertake our Warres against 
The talne-ofF Britaines, that we do incite 
The Gentry to this businesse. He creates 
Laiiui Pro-Consull: and to you the Tribunes lO 

For this immediate Levy, he commands 
His absolute Commission. Long live Ciesar, 

[i]7>«. Is Ladui General] of the Forcesf 

z,Sen. I. 

[i] Tri. Remaining now in Gallia? 

\,Sea. With those Legions 
Which I have spoke of, whereunio your levie 
Must be suppliant: the words of your Commission 
Will tye you to the numbers, and the time 
Of their dispatch. lo 

[i] Tri. We will discharge our duty. Exeunt. 

Actus Quarlus. Scena Prima. 

[Walei: near the cave of Beiariut.'] 

Enter Cletten alone. 

Clot I am neere to'th'plaee where they should meet, 

if Pisania have mapp'd it truely. How fit his Garments 



OF CYMBEUNE [IV. i. 3-ii. 1 

serve me? Why should hisMistris whow» made by him 
that made the Taylor, not be lit too? The rather (saving 
reverence of the Word) for 'tis saide a Womans fitnesse 
comes by fits: therein I must play the Workman, I dare 
speate it lo my selfe, for it is not Vainglorie for a man, 
and his Glasse, loconferin his owne Chamber; I meane, 
the Lines of my body are as well drawne as his; no lesse 
young, more strong, not beneath him in Fortunes, be- 
yond him in the advantage of the time, above him in 
Birth, alike conversant in generall services, and more re- 
markeable in single oppositions; ^ yet this imperseverant 
Thing loves him in my deapight. What Mortalitie is? 
Postbumus, thy head (which now is growing uppon thy 
shoulders) shall within this houre be ofT, thy Mistris in- 
forced, thy Garments cut to peeces before thy ttice: and 
all this done, spume her home to her Father, who may 
happily be a little angry for my so rough usage: but my 
Mother having power of his testinesse, shall tume allin- 
to my commendations. My Horse is tyed up safe, out 
Sword, and lo a sore purpose; Fortune put them into my 
hand: This is ihe very description of their meeting place 
and the Fellow dares not deceive me. 1 (ombali Exit. 



Scena Secunda. 
[Beferf the cavt of Belarius.'\ 

Enter Belarius, Guiderius, Arviragas, and 
Imogen from the Cave. 
Bel. [To Imogen] You are not well: Remaine heere 
a the Cave, | 

Vee'l come to you after Hundng, 
t-Dvca. 



IV. ii. 2-303 THE TRAGEDIE 

jirvi. [Tb IraBgtnl Brother, stay heere: 
Are we not Brothers? 

Ima. So man and man should be. 
But Clay and Clay, difien in dignitie. 
Whose dust ia both alike. I am very licke, 10 

Gui. Go you to Hunting, He abide with him. 

Itac. So sickc I am not, yet I am not well: 
But not 90 Citizen a wanton, a» 
To Meme to dye, ere ucke: So please you, leave me, 
Sticke to your Joumain course: the breach of Customc, 
Is breach of all. I am ill, but your b«ng by me 
Cannot amend me. Society, is no comfort 1 dailj 
To one not sociable: I am not very aicke. 
Since I can reason of it: pray you trust me hccre. 
He rob none but my selfe, and let me dye 10 

Stealing so poorely. 

Gui, I love thee: I have spoke it. 
How much the quantity, the waight as much. 
As I do love my Father. 

Bel. What? Howf how? 

Arvi. If ii be sinne to say so (Sir) I yoake mee 
In my good Brothers fault: I know not why 
I love this youth, and I have heard you say. 
Love's reason's, without reason. The Beere at doore. 
And a demand who is't shall dye, I'ld say 30 

My Father, not this youth. 

Bel. {Jside^ Oh noble straine! 
O worthinesse of Nature, breed of Greatnesse! 
"Cowards &ther Cowards, & Base things Syre Bace; 
"Nature hath Meale, and Bran; Contempt, and Grace. 
I'me not their Father, yet who this should bee. 
Doth myracle it selfe, lov'd before mee. 
'Tis the ninth houre o'th'Morne. 

Arvi. Brother, ferewell. 
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Imo. I wish ye sport, ^.o 

Arvi, You health. So please you Sir. 

Ime, [Aside\ These are kinde Creatures. 
Gutls, what lyes I have heard; 
Our Courtiers say, all's savage, but at Court; 
Experience, oh thou disproov'st Report. 
Th'emperious Sets breeds Monsters; for the Diah, 
Poore Tributary Rivers, as sweet Fish: 
I am sicke slill, heart-sicke; Pisaaia, 
He now taste of thy Druggc. [Swailinai s»mt.'\ 

Gut. 1 could not siirre him: 50 

He said he was gentle.i^ but unforiiiDate; 
Dishonestly afflicted, but yet boDesi. ^ well born 

Arvi. Thus did be auswer me: yet said hcereafier, 
I might know more. 

Bet. To'th'Field, lo'th'Field: 
Wce'l leave you for this time, go in, and rest. 

Artii. Wee'l not be long away. 

Bel. Pray be not sicke. 
For you must be our Huswife. 

Ims. Well, or ill. 60 

I am bound to you. Exit [Imogen to the cave'\ - 

Bel. And sbal't be ever. 
This youth, how ere disirest, appearei he hath had 
Good Ancestors. 

jlrvi. How Angell-like he sings? 

Gui. But his neaie Cookerief 

^rvi. He cut our Rootea in Charracters, 
And sawc'st our Brothes, as Jaao had bb sicke. 
And he her Dieter. 

4Z-3. I l.-Rowi. 46. hruJi: breed-l-4F. 

53. «,™<r.-»o.wer-x-4F. 

66-7. 1 ]]. ending rooti, charactcri-Gtoit. 

67. Arvi.! out, continued to Cd/.-CAreLL. 
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jirvi. Nobly he yoakes 70 

A smiling, with a sigh; as if the sighe 
Was that it was, for not being such a Smile: 
The Smile, mocking the Sigh, that it would flye 
From so divine a Temple, to commix 
With windes, that Saylors raile at. 

Gut. I do note. 
That greefe and patience rooted in them both. 
Mingle thrir spurrcs^ together. 1 rootltu of trees 

Arvi. Grow patient. 
And let the stinking- Elder (Greefe) untwine So 

His perishing roote, with the encreasing Vine. 

Bel. It is great morning. Comeaway: Who'sthere? 

Enter Clot en. 

Clo. I cannot finde those Runnagates, thai Villaine 
Hath mock'd me. I am faint. 

Bel. Those Runnagates.' 
Meanes he not us? I partly know him, 'tis 
Cltlen, the Sonne o'th'Queene. I fearc some Ambush: 
I saw him not these many yeares, and yet 8g 

I know 'tis he: We are held as Out-Lawea: Hence. 

Gui. He is but one: you, and my Brother search 
What Companies are neere; pray you away. 
Let me alone with him. 

[Exeunt Belarius and Arviragus^ 

Clot. Soft, what are you 
That flye me thus? Some villaine- Mountainers? 
I have heard of such. What Slave art thou^ 

Gui. A thing 
More slavish did I ne're, then answering 
A Slave without a knocke. 
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Clol. Thou art a Robber, lOO- 

A Law-breaker, a Villaine: yeeld thee Theefe. 

Gai. To who? 10 thee? What art thou? Have not I 
An arme as bigge as thine? A heart, as bigge: 
Thy words I grant are bigger: for 1 weare not 
My Dagger in my mouth. Say what thou art: 
Why 1 should yecld to thee? 

Clot. Thou Villaine base. 
Know' St me not by my Cloathes? 

Gai. No, nor thy Taylor, Rascall: 
Who is thy Grandlather? He made those cloathes. 
Which (as it seemes) make thee. i 1 1 

Cla. Thou precious Varlei, 
My Taylor made them not. 

Gui, Hence then, and thanke 
The man that gave them thee. Thou art some Foole, 
I am loath to beate thee. 

Clet. Thou injurious Theefe, 
Heare but my name, and tremble. 

Gui, What's thy name? 

C/o. Chun, thou Villaine. 1 zo 

Gai. Chun, thou double Villaine be thy name, 
I cannot tremble at it, were it Toad, or Adder, Spider, 
'Twould move me sooner. 

Clot. To thy fijrther fearc. 
Nay, to thy meerc Confiision, thou shalt know 
[ am Sonne to'th'Queene. 

Gui. I am sorry for't: not seeming 
So worthy as thy Birth. 

Clot. Art not afeard? 

Gui. Those that I reverence, those I feare: the Wise: 
At Fooles I laugh: not teare them. 131 

Chi. Dye the death.- 
When I have slaine thee with my proper hand, 
T.C.6. Si 
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He follow ihcxe that even now fled hence: 

And on the Gates of Luds'T<mint set your heads: 

Yeeld Rusticke Monntaincer, Fight and Exeunt. 

Enttr Belariiij and Arviragus. 

Btl, No Companie'i abroad? 

Arvi. None in the world: you did mistake him ivLre. 

Btl. I cannot cell: Long is it amce I saw him, 140 
But Time bath nothing bluir' d those lines of Favour ' 
Which then he wore: the snatches in his voice. 
And burst of speaking were as his: I am absolute 
'Twas very Cleien. 1 caanttnana 

Arvi. In this place we left them; 
I wish my Brother make good time with him. 
You say he is so fell. 

Btl. Being tcane made up, 
I meane to man; he had not apprehension 
Of roaring terrors: For defect ofjudgement ijo 

Is ofi the cause of Feare. 

Enter Guiderim \wHb Cloteu's beaaj . 
But see thy Brother. 

Gai. This Cloten was a Foolc, an empty purse. 
There was no money in't; Not Hercules 
Could have knock'd out his Braines, for he had none: 
Yet I not doing this, the Foole had borne 
My head, as I do his. 

Bel. What hast thou done? 

Gut. I am perfect what: cut off one Chtens head, 
Sonne 10 the Queene (after his owne report) 161 

Who cali'd me Traitor, Mountaineer, and swore 
With his owne single hand heel'd take us in. 



'S". 
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Displace OUT heads, where (thanki the Gods) they grow 

And set them on Luds-Totene. 

Bll. We are aU undone. 

Cui. Why, worthy Father, what have we to loose. 
But that he swore to take, our Lives? the Law 
IVotects not us, then why should we be tender. 
To let an urogant peece of flesh threat us? 170 

Play JudgCi and Executioner, all himseifc? 
For we do fcare the Law. What company 
Discover you abroad? 

Bel. No single soulc 
Can we set eye on: but in all safe reason 
He must have some Attendants. Though his Honor 
Was nothing but mutadon, I, and that 
From one bad thbg to worse: Not Frenae, 
Not absolute madnease could so farrc have rav'd 
To bring him hcere alone: although perhaps 1 So 

It may be heard at Court, that such as wee 
Cave heere, hunt heere, are Out-lawes, and in ume 
May make some stronger head, the which he hearing, 
(As it is like him) might breake out, and sweare 
Heel'd fetch us in, yet is't not probable 
To come alone, either he so undertaking. 
Or they so suflering: then on good ground we feare. 
If we do feare this Body hath a taile 
More perilious then the head. 

Arvi. Let Ord'nance 190 

Come as the Gods fore-say it: howsoere. 
My Brother hath done well. 

Bel. I had no minde 
To hunt this day: The Boy Fideks d 

164. tbaski! tbaDk-STnriHt. 
176. Utmrs humour-THioiAiD. 

178-9. IKW 1. II Abioluts-CAPILL. 
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Did make my way long forth. 

Gut. With his owne Sword, 
Which he did wave against my throat, I have tane 
His head from him: lie throw't into the Creekc 
Behinde our Rocke, and let il to the Sea, 
And tell the Piihes, hee's ihe Qucencs Sonne, Cletcn, 
That's all I reake. Exit. 201 

Bel. I feare 'twill be reveng'd; 
Would (/'#/(d'«r*) thouhad'st not done' t: though valour 
Becomes tliee well enough. 

Jrvi. Would r haddone't: 
So the Revenge alone punu'de me: Polidort 
I love thee brotherly, but envy much 
Thou hast robb'd me of this deed: I would Revenges 
That possible strength might meet, wold seek us through 
And put us to our answer. 210 

Bel. Well, 'tis done: 
Wee'l hunt no more to day, nor seeke for danger 
Where there's no profit. I prythee to our Rocke, 
You and Fidek play the Cookes: He stay 
Till hasty PeHJare returne, and bring him 
To dinner presently. 

Arvi. Poore sieke Fidele. 
He wilFingly to him, to gaine his colour, 
Il'd let a parish of such Clotim blood. 
And praise my selfe for charily. Exit. 220 

Bel. Oh thou Goddesse, 
Thou divine Nature; thou thy selfe thou blazon'st 
In these two Princely Boyes: they are as gentle 
As Zephires blowing below the Violet, 
Not wagging his sweet head; and yet, as rough 
(Th«r Royall blood enchafd) as the rud'st windc, 

101. Ttakii raek^Pori. Ma. lien.- how-Pari. 
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That by the top doth take the Mounuine Pine, 

And make him stoope to ih'Vale. 'Tb wonder 

That an invisible instinct should frame them 

To Royalty unleaiu'd. Honor untaught, 250 - 

Civility not seene from other: valour 

That wildely growes in them, but yeeld* a crop 

A» if it had beene sow'd: yel still it's strange 

What CIqUi! being heere to us portends. 

Or what his death will bring us. 

Enter Guidertas, 

Gut. Where's my Brother? 
I have sent Clotens Clot-pole downc the streame. 
In Embassie to his Mother; his Bodie' a postage 
For his reiume. Salimn MusUk, 

Bel. My ingenuous Instrument, 241 

(Hearke Folidore') it sounds; but what occauon 
Hath Cadwal now to give it motion? Hearke. 

Gai. Is he at home? 

Bel. He went hence even now. 

Gut. What does he meane? 
Since death of my deer'st Mother 
It did not speake before. All solemne things 
Should answer solemne Acddents. The matter? 
Triumphes for nothing, and lamenting Toyes, 15a 

Is jollity for Apes, and greele for Boyes. 
Is Cadwall laii? 



Bet. Looke, heere he comes. 
And brings the dire occasion in his Armes, 

136. GuiJcreus: Oulderiui-i-4F. 

141. ingiiuuuii: tDgealou*-R.awi. 146-7. I L-Pon. 



IV. ii. 197-220] THE TRAGEDIE 

Of what we blame him for. 

Arvi. The Bird ii dead 
That we have made go much on, I had rather 
Have skipt from aiitcenc yeares of Age, to sixty: 260 
To have lum'd my leaping time into a Crutch, 
Then have seene thb. 

Gut. Oh aweetest, fiiyrest Lilly: 
My Brother wearea thee not the one halfc so well. 
As when thou grcw'st thy «elfr. 

Bel. Oh MelanchoUy, 
Who ever yet could sound thy boltome? Fmde 
The Ooze, to shew what Coast thy sluggish care 
Might'st easilest harbour in. Thou blessed thing, 
Jove knowes what man ihou might's! have made: but I, 
Thou dyed'st a most rare Boy, of MelanchoUy. 27 1 
How found you him? 

jfrtii. Scarke, as you see: 
Thus smiling, as some Fly had tickled slumber. 
Not as deaths dart being laugh'd at: his right Cheeke 
Repoung on a Cushion. 

Gat. Where? 

Jrvi. O'lh'floore: 
His armes thus leagu'd, f thought he slept, and put 
My clowted Brogues from off my feece, whose rudenesse 
Answer'd my steps too lowd. 28 1 

Gui. Why, he but aleepes: 
If he be gone, hee'l make hia Grave, a Bed: 
With female Fayries will his Tombe be haunted. 
And Wormes will not come to thee. 
' Arvi. With fayrest Flowers 
Whil'st Sommcr lasts, and I live heere, Fidele, 
He sweeten thy sad grave: thou shalt not tacke 
X6S. turn cnre-STiiviKi. 
169. Migbt'il eanleit: Might eulIlut-4F. 
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OF CYMBELlNE [^V. ii. 211-148 

The Flower that's lite thy face. Pale- Primrose, nor 
The azur'd Hare-bell, like thy Veines: no, nor 290 
The leafe of Eglantine, whom not to slander, 
Out-aweetned not thy breath : the Raddocke 1 would 
With Charitable bill (Oh bill aorcshaming ' redbreast 
Those rich- left- hey Tea, that let thrir Fathers lye 
Without a Monument) bring thee all this. 
Yea, and fiirr'd Mosse besides. When Flowres are none 
To winter-ground * thy Coarse 

Gut. Prythec have done, ^ protect from frait 

And do not play in Wench-like words with that 
Which is so serious. Let us bury him, 300 

And not protract with admiration, what 
Is now due debt. To'th'grave. 

Arvi. Say, where shall's lay him? 

Gut. By good Eurifhile, our Mother. 

And let ua {PoMore) though now our voyces 
Have got the mannish cracke, sing him to'th'ground 
As once to our Mother: use like note, and words. 
Save that Euripbile, must be Fidele. 

Qui. Cadviall, 310 

I cannot sing: He weepe, and word it with thee; 
For Notes of sorrow, out of tune, are worse 
Then Priests, and Phanes that lye. 

Arvi. Wee'l speakeit then, 

Bil. Great greefes I see med'cinc the lease: For Chten 
Is quite forgot. He was a Queenes Sonne, Boyes, 
And though he came our Enemy, remember 
He was paid for that: though meane, and mighty rotting 
Together have one dust, yet Reverence 
(That Angell of the worid) doth make distinction 3 20 

»9i. RaddccU: ruddock-HANKn. 30S. « oar; our-PoM. 
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IV. ii. 249-274] THE TRAGEDIE 

Ofplace'twecDehigh.and low. Our Foe was Princely, 
And though you tootc hb life, at being oui Foe, 
Yet bury him, as a Prince, 

Gui. Pray you fetch him hither, 
Thersites body is as good as Ajax, 
When neyther are alive. 

Arvi. If you'l go fetch him, 
Wee'l say our Song the whil'sl: Brother begin. 

[Exit Bekriu!.'] 

Gui. Nay Cadwall, we must lay his head to th' East, 
My Father hath a reason fbr'c. 330 

Arvi. 'Tis true. 

Gui. Come on then, and remove him. 

Arvi. So, begin, 

SONG. 

Quid, Feare no more the heate a" th'Sun, 
Nor the furious Wintirs ragei. 
Thou thy teorldly task hast don. 
Home art gon, and lane thy viages. 
Golden Lads, and Girlis all mast. 
As Cbimney-Siceepers came to dust. 340 

Arvi. Fearenomoretbefrewne 0' tb' Great, 
Thou art past tbe Tiranis stroake. 
Care ne more lo cloalh and eale. 
To thee tbe Reede is as the Oake: 

The Scepter, Learning, Physicie must. 
All follow this and come to dust. 
Guid. Feare no more the Lightning flash. 
Arvi. Hot tb' all-dreaded Tbunderstone, 
Gui. Feare not Slander, Censure rash. 
Arvi. Thou bast finish' d Joy and mane. 35° 

Both. All Lovers young, all Lovers must. 



OF CYMBEUNE [IV. ii. i7S-i99 

Cansigni to tbee and come to dml. 
Guid. iVo Exerciior harme ibei, 
Arvi. "Nor no tviieb-craft charme Sbee. 
Guid. Ghost unhid forbtare thee. 
Arvi. Nothing ill come neere thee. 
Both. Quiet coaiumatian have. 

And renowned be thy grave. 

Enter Belariui with the body of Cloten. 

Gtti. We have done our obsequies: 360 

Come lay him downe. 

Bel. Heere'safew Plowres,bui 'bout midnight more: 
The hearbes thai have on [hem cold dew o'th'nighc 
Are strewings fit'st for Graves: upon their Faces. 
You were as Flowres, novf wither'd: even so 
These Herbelets shall, which we upon you strew. 
Come on, away, apart upon our knees: 
The ground that gave them first, ha's them againe: 
Their pleasures here are past, so are their paine. ExeuHl 
[Belaritts, Guiderius, and Arviragus\, 

Imogen aviaies. 370 

Yea Sir, to Milford- Haven, which is the way? 
I thanbe you: by yond bush? pray how farre thether^ 
'Odspittitins:ican ii be sixe mile yet? ' God's pity 
\ have gone all night: 'Faith, He lye downe, and sleepe. 
But soft; no Bedfellow/' Oh Gods, and Goddesses.' 

[Seeing the body of Chten.'\ 
These Flowres are like the pleasures of the World; 
This bloody man the care on't. I hope I dreame: 
For so I thcAight I was a Cave-tceeper, 
And Cooke to honest Creatures. But 'tis not so: 

360-1. 1 l.-Pore. ■ 369. flrt; ll-PoF«. 



IV. ii. 300-330] THE TRAGEDIE 

'Tviu bui a bolt of nothing, shot at Dothing, 380 

Which the Braine makes of Fumes. Our very eyes. 

Are sometimes like our Judgements, blinde. Good ^th 

I tremble still with feare: but if there be 

Yet left in Heaven, as small a drop of pittic 

As a Wrens eye; fear'd Gods, a part of it. 

The Dreame's heere still: even when I wake it is 

Without me, as within me: not imagin'd, felt. 

A headlesse man? The Garments ai PostbumusX 

I know the shape oPs Legge: this is his Hand: 

His Foole Mercuriall: his martial] Thigh 390 

The brawn es ai Htrcalei: but hisjovialli &ce 

Murther in heaven^ How? 'tis gone. Pisania, 

All Curses madded Hecuba gave the Greekea, 

And mine to boot, be darted on thee: thou ^ like Jovr 

Conspir'd with that Irregulous^ divell Cloten, ^ letaieii 

Hath heere cut olF my Lord. To write, and read. 

Be henceforth tfeacherous. Damn'd Piiania, 

Hath with his forged Letters (damn'd Pisanio') 

From this most bravest vessell of the world 

Sirooke the maine top ! Oh Posibumui, alas, 400 

Where is thy head? where's that? Aye me! where's that? 

Pisanh might have kill'd thee at the heart. 

And left this head on. How should this be, Pisanio} 

'Tis he, and Clolen: Malice, and Lucre in them 

Have laid thb Woe heere. Oh 'tis pregnant, pregnant! 

The Drugge he gave me, which hee said was precious 

And Cordiall to me, have I not found it 

Murd'rous to'th'Sensesf That confirmes it home: 

This is Pisanio'i deede, and Ckten: Oh! 

Give colour to my pale cheeke with thy blood, 410 

3;G. Haib: Kaat-Popf. 409. Oaua: Cloten 'i-Pori. 



OF CYMBELINE [IV. ii. 331-354 

That we the honider may seetne to those 
Which chance to finde us. Oh, my Lord! my Lord! 
[/■j//f on tbt body.-\ 

Enter Lucius, Capiaines, and a Sootbiayer. 

Cap. To them, the Legions garrison'd in Gallia 
After your will, have crost the Sea, attending 
You heere at Milford- Haven, with your Shippes: 
They are hccre in readbesse. 

Luc. Bui what from Rome? 

Cap, The Senate haih siirr'd up the Confiners, 
And Gentlemen of Italy, most willing Spirits, 420 
That promise Noble Service: and they come 
Under the Conduct of bold lacbimo, 
Syenna'i Brother. 

Luc. When expect you themf 

Cap. With the next benefit o'th'winde. 

Luc. This fbrwardnesse 
Makes our hopes faire. Command our present numbers 
Be muster'd: bid the Captainea tooke too't. Now Sir, 
What have y6u dream'd of late of this warres purpose, 

Saotb. Last night, the very Gods shew'd me a vision 
(I fast, and pray'd for their Intelligence) thus: 431 
I saw Joves Bird, the Roman Eagle wing'd 
From the spungy South, to thb pare of the West, 
There vanish'd in the Sun-beames, which portends 
(Unlesse my ainnes abuse my Divination) 
Successe to th' Roman hoast. 

Luc, Dreame often so. 
And never false. Soft hoa, what tnincke is heere? 
Without his top? The mine speakes, that sometime 

417. htcrl in: lll-a-4F. 



IV. ii. 3SS-381] THE TRAGEDIE 

It wu » worthy building. How? a Page? 440 

Ot dead, or sleeping on him? But dead rather: 
For Nature doth abhoire to make his bed 
Widi the defunct, or slcepc upon the dead. 
Let's see the Boyea face. 

Cap. Hee'a alive my Lord. 

Luc, Hee'l then instruct us of this body; Young one, 
Informe us of thy Fortunes, for it aeemes 
They crave to be demanded: who is this 
Thou mak'st thy bloody Pillow? Or who was he 
That (otherwise then noble Nature did) 450 

Hath alter'd that good Rcture? What's thy interest 
In this aad wracke/' How came't? Who is't? 
What art thou? 

Ime. I am nothing; or if not. 
Nothing to be were belter: This was my Master, 
A very valiant Britaine, and a good. 
That heere by Mountaineers lyes slaine: Alas, 
There is'no more such Masters; I may wander 
From East to Occident, cry out for Service, 
Try many, all good: serve truly: never 460 

Finde such another Master. 

Lur. 'Lacke, good youth: 
Thou mov'st no lease with thy complaining, then 
Thy Maiater in bleeding: say his name, good Friend. 

1ms. Ricbarddu Champ: \Asidi\ If I do lye, and do 
No harme by it, though the Gods heare, I hope 
They'] pardon it. Say you Sir? 

Lttc. Thy name? 

Imo. Fidele Sir. 469 

Luc. Thou doo'st approve thy selfe the very same: 
Thy Name well sits ihy Faith; thy Faith, thy Name: 

456. Bnlaini: BrltoB-lTHEOgALD. 471. jiVj; miiprint iF, 



OF CYMBELINE pV. ii. 381-iii. 3 

WUc take thy chance with me? I will not tay 

Thou ihalt be so well masler'd, but be sure 

No lesK belov'd. The Romanc Emperors Leltcra 

Sent by a Consull to me, ahould not sooner 

Then thine owne worth preftire thee; Go with me. 

/wo. lie Mow Sir. But first, and't please the Gods, 
He hide my Master from the Flies, as deepe 
As these poore PickaKes can digge: and when 479 

With wild wood-leaves Siweeds, I ha' strew'd his grave 
And on it said a Century of prayers 
(Such as I can) twice o're, lie wcepe, and sighe. 
And leaving so his service, follow you. 
So please you eotertaine mee. 

iac I good youth. 
And rather Father thee, then Master thee: My Friends, 
The Boy hath taught us manly duties; Let us 
Finde out the prettiest Dazied-PIot we can. 
And make him with our Pikes and Partizans' 
A Grave: Come, Armc him; Boy hee's preferr'd 490 
By thee, to us, and he shall be interr'd ' halberds 

As Souldiers can. Be cheerefiill; wipe thine eyes. 
Some Falles are mcanes the happier to arise. Exeunt 

Scena Tertia. 
\_A rmm in Cymbeline's palaeeJ^ 
Eater Cymheline, Lords, and Pisanio [and Attendant s'^. 
Cym. Againe: and bring me wordhow 'ds with her, 
[Exit ait Attendant.'] 
A Feavour with the absence of her Sonne; 
A madnesse, of which her life's in danger: Heavens, 

477. and't: ■n't-i-4F. 4S6. Mj Frimdu ttfmte l.-Pork 

3. iftBj: bHDg~3-4F. 
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IV. iU. 4-30] THE TRAGEDIE 

How deeply you at once do touch me. Imogen, 
The great part of my comfort, gone: My Qucene 
Upon a desperate bed, and in a time 
When fearefiill Waires point at me: Her Sonne gone. 
So needfiill for diia preacntf It strikes me, past ID 

The hope of comfort. But for thee. Fellow, 
Who needs must know of her departure, and 
Dost seeme so ignorant, wee'l enforce it from thee 
By a sharpe Torture. 

Pis. Sir, my life is yours, 
I humbly set it at your will: But for my Mistris, 
1 nothing know where she remaines: why gone. 
Nor when she purposes retume. Beseech your Highnet, 
Hold me your loyal] Servant. 

\y\Lerii. Good my Liege, 20 

The day that she was missing, he was heere; 
I dare be bound hee's true, and shall performe 
All parls of his subjection loyally. For Ciolen, 
There wants no diligence in seeking him. 
And will no doubt be found. 

Cym. The lime is troublesome: 
[TV Piidnie\ Wee'l shp you for a season, but our jeal- 

Do's yet depend. 

[iliflr/ So please your Majesty, 
The Romaine Legions, all from Gallia drawne, 30 
Are landed on your Coast, with a supply 
Of Romaine Gentlemen, by the Senate sent. 

Cyrn. Now for the Counsaile of my Son and Queen, 
I am amaz'd with matter. 

\y\Lord. Good my liege. 
Your preparation can affront no lease 
Then what you heare of. Come more, for more you're 



OF CYMBEUNE [IV. iii. 31-iv. 7 

The want is, buc to put those Powres' in motion. 
That long to move. '^forces 

Cym. I thanke you: let's withdraw 40 

And .meete the Time, as it seekes us. We feare not 
What can from Italy annoy us, but 
We grcevc at chances heere. Away. Exeunt 

[a// but Pisanio^ , 

Pisa. I heard no Letter &om my Master, since 
I wrote him Imogen was slaine. 'Tis strange: 
Nor heare I from my Mistris, who did promise 
To yeeld me often tydings. Neither know I 
What is betide to Cloten, but remame 
Perpleit in all. The Heavens still must worke: 49 
Wherein I am false, I am honest: not true, to be true. 
These present warres shall linde I love my Country, 
Even to the note o'th'King, or lie tall in them: 
All other doubts, by time let them be deer'd. 
Fortune brings in some Boats, that are not steer'd. Exit. 

Scena Quarta. 
[IFales: before the eave of Belariu,.'] 
Enter Belsrius, Gutderius, ttf Amiragus. 
Gut. The noyse is round about us. 
Bel. Let us from it. 

Arvi. What pleasure Sir, we finde in life, to locke it 
From Action, and Adventure. 

Gut. Nay, what hope 
Have we in hiding us? This way the Romaines 
Must, or for Britaines slay us or receive us 
For barbarous and unnaturall Revolts 10 

During their use, and slay us after. 

5. wtfait: find we-J-4F. 



IV. iv. 7-34] THE TRAGEDIE 

Bel. Sonnes, 
Wee'l higher to the MounCainea, there secure u.. 
To the Kings party there's no going: newnesse 
Of Chtens death (we being not knowne, not muster'd 
Among the Bands) may drive us to a render^ 
Where wc have liv'd; and «o extort &om's thai 
Which we have ilone, whose answer would be death 
Drawne on with Torture. * a<ctu9l 

Gut. This is (Sir) a doubt 20 

In such a dme, nothing becomming you. 
Nor satisfying us. 

Atvi. It is not likely. 
That when they heare their Roman horses neigh. 
Behold their t]uar[er'd Fires; have both their eyes 
And tares so cloyd importandy as now. 
That they wilt waste iheir dme upon our note. 
To know from whence we are. 

Btl. Oh, I am knowne 
Of many in the Army: Many yeeres jo 

(Though Clelen then but young) you see, not wore hitn 
From my remembrance. And besides, the King 
Hath not deserv'd my Service, nor your Loves, 
Who finde in my Exile, the want of Breeding; 
The certainty of this heard life, aye hopelesse 
To have the courtesie your Cradle promis'd. 
But to be still hoc Summers Tanlings, and 
The shrinking Slaves of Winter. 

Gut. Then be so. 
Better to cease to be. Pray Sir, to'th'Army; 40 

I, and my Brother are not knowne; your selfe 
So out of thought, and thereto so ore-growne. 
Cannot be <juestion'd. 

13. «..: UI-2-4F. 14. their: the-Rowi. 
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OF CYMBELINE [IV. iv. 34-V. i. z 

Arvi. By thia Sunne that Bhinea 
He thither: What thing ii't, that I never 
Did see man dye, scarse ever look'd on blood. 
But that of Coward Hares, hot Goats, and Venison? 
Never bestrid a Horse save one, that had 
A Rider like my selft, who ne're wore Rowel!, 
Nor Iron on his heeled I am asham'd Jo 

To looke upon the holy Sunne, to have 
The beneUt of his blest Beames, remaining 
So long a poore unknowne. 

Gut. By heavens lie go. 
If you will blease me Sir, and give me leave, 
lie take the better care: but if you will not. 
The hazard therefore due fall on me, by 
The hands of Romaines. 

Arvi, So say I, Amen. 

Btl. No reason I (since of your lives you set 60 
So sbghl a valewation) should reserve 
My crack'd one to more care. Have with you Boyea: 
If in your Country warres you chance to dye. 
That is my Bed too (Lads) and there He lye. 
Lead, lead;' \Aside\ the time seems long, their blood 
thinks scorn | 
Till it flye out, and shew them Princes borne. Exeunt. 

Actus Quintus. Scena Prima. 

[Britain. The Roman camf.'\ 
Enter Postbumus alone \teitb a bloody handkerchief^ . 
Post. Vea bloody cloth. He keep thee: for I am wisht 
Thou should' at be colour'd thus. You married ones, 

6t. valewaii^n: v>lu>tloD-i-4F. 



. 3-33] THE TRAGEDIE 



For wrying' but a little? Oh Pisanio, ^siotrvhg 

Every good Servant do'a not all CommBnds: 
No Bondi but to do juat ones. Gods, if you 
Should have 'tane vengeance on my faults, I never \a 
Had Itv'd lo put on this: £0 had you saved 
The noble Imogen, to repent, and strooke 
Me (wretch) more worth your Vengeance. But alacie, 
You snatch some hence for little faults; that's love 
To have them fall no more: you some permit 
To second illes with illes, each elder worse. 
And make them dread it, to the dooers thrift. 
But Imogen is your owne, do your best willes. 
And make me blesi to obey. I am brought hither 
Among th'Italian Gentry, and to fight 20 

Against my Ladies Kingdome: 'Tis enough 
That (Britaine) I have kill'd thy Mistris: Peace, 
He give no wound to thee: therefore good Heavens, 
Heare patiently my purpose. He disrobe me 
Of these Italian weedes, and suite my selfe 
As do's a Britaine Pezant: so He fight 
Against ihe part I come with: so He dye 
For thee (O Imagen) even for whom my life 
Is every breath, a death: and thus, unknowne, 
Pittied, nor hated, to the face of perill 30 

My selfe lie dedicate. Let me make men know 
More valour in me, then my habits show. 
Gods, put the strength o\h' Leanati in me: 
■ To shame the guire o'th'world, I will begin. 
The fashion lesse without, and more within. Exii 



OF CYMEELINE [V. u. i-ij 

Scena Secunda. 
[fitld of battle between tbi Briliih and Reman campi.'y 
Enter Lucius, laebimo.and the Romane Army at one doert; 
and the Britaine Army at another: Leonatus Posihamus 
fellouiing like a faoreStuldier. They march over, and goe 
out. Then enter againeinSiirmisblachimo and Posthu- 
mus: he vanquisbeth and disarmetb lacbimo, and then 
leave! him. 

lac. The heavinesse anil guilt wiihin my bosome. 
Takes oiFmy manhood: I have belyed a Lady, 
The Princessc of this Country; and the ayre on't lo 
Revengingly enfeebka me, or could this Carle,' 
A very drudge of Natures, have subdu'de me ^ churl 
In my profession^ Knighthoods, and Honors borne 
As I weare mine) are titles but of scorne. 
If that thy Gentry (Britaine^ go before 
This Lowt, as he exceeds our Lords, the oddes 
Is, that we scarse are men, and you are Goddes. Exit. 
The Battaile continues, tbe Britaines fy, Cymbe- 
line is \ taken: Then enter to bis rescue, Bellarius, 
Guideriui, \ and Arviragus. 20 

Bel. Stand, stand, we have th'advantage of the ground. 
The Lane is guarded: Nothing rowts us, but 
The villany of our feares. 

Gui. Arvi. Stand, stand, and fight. 

Enter Posthumus, and seconds tbe Britaines. They Rescue' 

Cymbeline, and Exeunt. 

Then enter Lucius, lacbimo, and Imogen. 

Luc. Awayboy from the Troopes, and save thy sclfe; ■ 
For friends kil friends, and the disorder's such 
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V. ii. i6-iii. 20] THE TRAGEDIE 

As wane were hood- wink 'd. }o 

lac. 'Tis their fresh supplies. 

Luc. Ii is a day turn'd scrangely: or bcdnies 
Let's re-inforce, or fly. Exeuil 

Scena Tertia. 

[jiiiatbtr part of the fitld.'^ 

Enter Poitbumus, and a Britaint herd. 

Lor. Cani'st ihou from where they made the standf 

Post. I did. 
Though you it aeeraes come from the Fliers? 

U, I did. 

Poit. No blame be to you Sir, Tor all was lost. 
But that the Heavens Tought: the King himselfe 
Of his wings destitute, the Army broken. 
And but the backes ofBritaines seene; all flying 10 
Through a strait Lane, the Enemy lull-hearted. 
Lolling the Tongue with slaught'ring; having worke 
More plentifiill, then Tooles 10 doo'i; strooke downc 
Some mortally, some slightly touch'd, some falling 
Meerely through feare, that the strait passe was damm'd 
With deadmen, hurt behinde, and Cowards living 
To dye with length' ned shame. 

Le. Where was this Lane? 

Pest. Close by the battell,ditch'd,& wall'd with turph. 
Which gave advantage to an andent Soldiour 20 

(An honest one I warrant) who deserv'd 1 a gamt 
So long a breeding, as his white beard came to. 
In doing this for's Country. Athwart the Lane, 
He, with two striplings (Lads more like to run 
The Country base.l then to commit such slaughter, 
I. Briiaim: BritUb-Pon. 



OF CVMBEUNE [V. iU. ai-ji 

With ftces fit for Maskes, or rather ftyrer 
Then those for preservatioii cas'd, or shame) 
Made good the passage, cryed to those that (led. 
Our Britaines hearts dye flying, not our men. 
To darknesae fleete soules that flye backwariisi stand, 30 
Or we are Romanes, and will g^ve you that 
Like beasts, which you shun beastly, and may save 
But to looke backe in Trowne: Stand, stand. These three. 
Three thousand confident, in acte aa many; 
For three performers are the File, when all 
The rcat do nothing. With this word stand, stand. 
Accomodated by the Place; more Charming 
With their owne Noblenesse, which could have tum'd 
A Distalfe, to a Lance, guilded pale lookes; 
Parishame, part spirit renew'd, that some turn'd coward 
But by example (Oh a sinne in Warre, 41 

Damn'd in the first beginners) gan to looke 
The way that they did, and Co grin lite Lyons 
Upon the Pikes o'ch'Hunters. Then beganne 
A atop i'th'Chaser; a Retyre: Anon 
A Rowt, confusion thicke: forthwith they flye 
Chickens, the way which they stopt Eagles: Slaves 
The strides the Victors made: and now our Cowards 
Like Fragments in hard Voyages became 
The life o'th'necd : having found the backe doore open 
Of theunguarded hearts: heavens, how they wound, ;i 
Some slaine before some dying; some their Friends 
Ore-borne i'th'former wave, ten chac'd by one. 
Are now each one the slaughter-man of twenty; 
Those thai would dye, or ere resist, are growne 
The mortal] bugs' o'th' Field. '^bugbears 

Lord. This was strange chance: 

47, aspl: itoop'd-iRowi. 



V. iii. 52-83] THE TRAGEDIE 

A narrow Lane, an old man, and two Boyes, 

Post. Nay, do not wonder at it; you are made 
Rather to wonder at the things you heare, 60 

Then to worke any. Will you Rime apon't. 
And vent it for a Mock'rie? Heere is one: 
" Two Boyts, an Oldman (^Itaicr a Bey) a Lane, 
" Preserv' d the Britaines, was ibt Romanes bane. 

Lord. Nay, be not angry Sir. 

Post. Lacke, to what end? 
Who dares not stand his Foe, He be his Friend: 
For if hee'l do, as he is made to doo, 
1 know hee'l quickly flye my friendship too. 
You have put me into Rime. 70 

Lord. Farewell, you're angry. Exit. 

Past. Still going? This is a Lord: Oh Noble misery 
To be i'th'Field, and aske what newes of me: 
To day, how many would have given their Honours 
To have sav'd their Carkasses? Tooke heele to doo't. 
And yet dyed too, I, in mine owne woe charm'd 
Could not finde death, where I did hearc him groane, 
Nor feele him where he strooke. Being an ugly Monster, 
'lis strange he hides him in fresh Cups, soft Beds, 
Sweet words; or hath moe ministers then we 80 

That draw his knives i'th'War. Weill will finde him: 
For being now a Favourer to the Britaine, 
No more a Britaine, I have resum'd againe 
The pan I came in. Fight I will no more. 
But yeeld me to the veriest Hindc, that shall 
Once touch my shoulder. Great the slaughter is 
Heere made by'th'Romane; great the Answer* be 
Britaines must take. For me, my Ransome's death. 
On eyther side I come to spend my breath; ^ retaHatm 
Which neyther heere He keepe, nor beare agen, 90 
But end it by some meanes for Imogen. 



OF CYMBELINE [V. iii. 84-iv. 4 

Ealirr two [Brilisb'\ Caflaints, and SoUieri. 

1 [Cij/.] Great Jupiter be prais'd, Ludus is taken, 
'Tis thought the old man, and his aonnes, were Angels. 

2 ICap.'] There was a fourth man, in a »illy» habit. 
That gave th'Afiront with them. 1 rustU 

I [Ctf^.J So 'tis reported: 
But none of em can be found. Stand, who's there? 

Post. A Roman, 
Who had not now beene drooping heerc, if Seconds 
Had answer'd him. loi 

i[Cap.'\ Lay hands on him: a Dogge, 
A legge of Rome shall not retume to tell 
What Crows have peckt them here; he brags his service 
As if he were of note: bring him to' th' King. 

Enter CymMine, Belarius, Guiderim, Jrtiiragus, Pi- 
saaie, [Sa/difrs, Aiiendants] and \ Kamane Cap- 
tives. The Caplainei preient Poslbsmui ta \ Cym- 
ieline,teba delivers him ever lea Gaoler. | [Tbenex- 
tuat anmes.'] 

Scena Quarta. 

[ji British prison.'] 
Enter Postbumus, and [iteo] Gaoler^i]. 
[|i] Gao. You shall not now be stolne. 
You have lockes upon you: 
So graze, as you finde Pasture. 

z. Gao. I, or a stomitcke. [Exeunt Gaolers."] 

Pest. Most welcome bondage; for thou art a way 
(I thinke) to liberty; yet am I better 

3-4. I l.-Rowi. 



V. iv. s-»9] THE TRAGEDIE 

Then one that's sicke o'th'Gowi, since he had raiher 

Groane so in perpetuity, then be ciir'd lo 

By'th'iure Physiiian, Death; who is the key 

T'unbarre these Locltes. My Conscience, thou art fetter'd 

More then my shank9,& wrists: you good Gods give me 

The penitent Instrument to picke that Bolt, 

Then free for ever, Is't enough I am sorry? 

So Children temporall Fathers do appease; 

Gods are more fuU of mercy. Must I repent, 

I cannot do it better then in Gyves, 

Deur'd, more then conscrain'd, to satislie 

If of my Freedorae 'tis the maine part, take to 

No Btricter render of me, then my All. 

I know you are more clement then vilde men. 

Who of their broken Debtors take a third, 

A aiit, a tenth, letting thetn thrive againe 

On their abatement; that's not my desire. 

For Irnegeas deerc life, uke mine, and chough 

'Tis not so deere, yet 'tis a life; you coyn'd it, 

'Tweene man, and man, they waigh not every stampe: 

Though light, take Peeces for the figures sake, 

(You rather) mine bring yours: and so great Powres, 

If you will rake this Audit, take this lift, ji 

And cancel! these cold Bonds. Oh Imogen, 

He speake to thee in silence. [^S!eepi.'\ 

Solimne Muiicie. Enter {as inon Apparation') Sicillm 
Leo- I nalui, Father to Poslbumu),anold man,atlyrt4 
likeatvar- | riour, leading ia his band an ancieni Ma- 
Iron {bis wife, &\ Mother loPosthamus)a/itb Mb- 
sicke before them. Tben.\ after other Miisieie,fo!!owti 
the two young Leonati {Bro- \ tbers to Posibumm) 

34. jipparalisn: apparitlon-I-^F. 

ii-fill^iui,: fonow-lRowK. 



OF CYMBELINE [V. iv. 30-59 

with tveunds a! they aied in the tearrs. | They cirde 
Posthumas round as he lies sleeping. | 4.0 

Sicil. No more thou Thunder- Master 
shew thy spight, on Mortall Flies; 
With Mars fall out with Juno chide, that thy Adulteries 

Rates, and Revenges. 
Hath my poore Boy done ought but well, 

whose face I never saw: 
I dy'dc whil'st in the Wombc he staidc, 

attending Natures Law. 
Whose Father then (as men report, 

thou Orphanes Father art) 50 

Thou should'st have bin, and sheclded him, 
from this earth-vexing smart. 
Math. Lueina lent not me her ayde, 
but tooke me in my Throwes, 
That from me was Post humus ript, 

came crying 'mong'st his Foes. 
A thing of pitty. 

Sicil. Great Nature like his Ancestrie, 
moulded the stulfe so faire: 
That he d serv'd the praise o'lh'World, 60 

as great Sicilius heyre. 
I. Bra. When once he was mature for man, 
in Britaine where was hee 
That could stand up his paralel]> 

Or fruitfull object bee? 
In eye of Imogen, that best could deeme 
his digniiie. 
Mo. With Marriage wherefore was he mocki 
to be cxil'd, and throwne 

41-]. 4 II. ending ihow, fliei, cbide, adulterlM-THEDtAuh 

60. i Krv'd: d«*rved--l-4F. 

66-7. > 11. enifing biit, digiiit)''i-4F. 



V. iv. 60-91] THE TRAGEDIE 

From Leenati State, and cast irom her, 70 

hii deeresi one: 
Sweete Imegeni 

SU. Why did you suffer laebimo, slight thing of Italy, 
To taint his Nobler hartS: braine, with needlesse jelousy. 
And tobecome the geeke' andscorne o'th'others viUny? 
z Bre. For this, from stiller Seats we came, yW 
our Parents, and us twaine. 
That striking in our Countries cause, 
fell bravely, and were slaine. 
Our Fealty, & Teaeitliui right, with Honor to maintaine. 
I Bra, Like hardiment Postbumui hath 81 

to Cymbehnt perforra'd: 
Then Jupiter, thou King of Gods, why hast thou thus 

adjourn 'd | 
The Graces for his Merits due, being all to dolors tum'd? 
Sicil. Thy Christall window ope; looke, 
looke out, no longer exercise 
Upon ■ valiant Race, thy harsh, and potent injuries: 
Math. Since (Jupiter) our Son is good, 

take off his miseries. 
Sieil. Peepe through thy Marble Mansion, heipe, 
or we poore Ghosts will cry 91 

To'th'shining Synod of the rest, against thy Deity. 
Broibers. Helpe (Jupiter) or we appeale, 
and from thy justice flye. 

Jufiter descends in Thunder and Lightning, sitting uppan 
an I Eagle: bee threwes a Tbunder-Ml. The 
Gbestes fall on | their knees. 

73-5. 6 11. ending Imchlmo, Italy, brain. jMlDuiy, icDrn. vil- 
laay-4F. 80. % 11. ending rltbt. D]aintaln--4F. 

8]'7. S II. ending goda, adjourn'd, due, turn'd, ODt, HcrclM, 
harah, iojurisa'^F. 

85. Ittb: 01U-1-4F. 91. 1 U. en^ng raat, delty-4F. 
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OF CYMBEUNE [V. iv. gj-ia^ 

Jupiur. No more you petty Sprito of Region low 

Olfend our hearing; hush. How dare you Ghostes 

Accuse the Thunderer, whose Boll (you know) loo 

Sky-planted, batters all rebelling Coasts. 

Poore shadowea of £]mum, hence, and rest 

Upon your never-withering bankes of Flowres. 

Be not with mortal) accidents oppresi. 

No care of yours it is, you know 'tis ours. 

Whom best I love, 1 crosse; to make my guift 

The more delay'd, delighted. Be content, 

Vour low-Iaide Sonne, our Godhead will uplift; 

His Comforts thrive, his Trials well are spent: 

Our Jovial! Starre reign'd at his Birth, and in I lO 

Our Temple was he married : Rise, and ftde. 

He shall he Lord of Lady Imegtn, 

And happier much by his Affliction made. 

This Tablet lay upon his Brest, wherein 

Our pleasure, his fiill Fortune, doth confine. 

And so away: no farther with your dinne 

Expressc Impatience, least you stirre up mine: 

Mount Eagle, to my Palace Christallbe. Auenii 

Sicit. He came in Thunder, his Celestiall breath 
Was sulphurous to smell: the holy Eagle 120 

Stoop' d, as to footc us: his Ascension is 
More sweci then our blest Fields: his Royal! Bird 
Prunes the immortati wing, and cloyes his Beakc, 
As when his God is pleas'd. 

AIL Thankes Jupiter. 

Sic. The Marble Pavement clozes, he is enter'd 
His radiant Roofc: Away, and to be blest 
Let us with care performe hb great behest. 

\Tbi GbM{\ yanhb I 

Past. \Waking\ Steepe, thou hast bin a Grandsire, 
and begot | 

98-iiS, printed in quatruni-Port. 



V. iv. ii4-'S4] THE TRAGEDIE 

A Father to me: and thou h»st created 130 

A Mother, and two Brothers, But (oh scome) 
Gone, they went hence so soone as they were borne: 
And so I am awake. Poore Wretches, that depend 
On Greatnetse, Favour; Dreame as I have done. 
Wake, and finde nothing. But (ahu) I swerve: 
Many Dreame not to 6nde, neither deserve. 
And yet are itecp'd in Favours; so am I 
That have this Golden chance, and know not why: 
What Fayeries haunt this ground? A Book? Oh rare one. 
Be not, as is our tangled world, a Garment 140 

Nobler then that it covers. Let thy effects 
So follow, to be moat unlike our Courtiers, 
As good, as promise. 

When as a Lyons vibelpt, shall to bimiflfe unknatas, 
with- I out seeking findc, and bee emira^d by a feete 
efteader | A^re: And when from a stately Cedar shall be 
lept branches, \ which being dead many yeares, shall 
after revive, bee jeynted to | the old Stoeke, and freshly 
grow, then shall Posthumiis end bis \ miseries, Brilaint 
be fortunate, and JUurisb in Peace and Plen- j tie. IJI 
'Tis still a Dreame: or else such stuffe as Madmen 
Tongue, and braine not: either both, or nothing, 
Or senaelesse speaking, or a speaking such 
As sense cannot untye. Be what it is. 
The Action of my Hfe is like it, which He keepe 
If but for simpathy. 

Enter Gaoler\s\. 
[1] Geto, Come Sir, are you ready for death? 
Past. Over-roaated rather: ready long ago. 160 

i]0. Ian: hut-i-4F. 'S^?. "«* 1- >c ril-JaHN»N. 



OF CYMBELINE [V. iv. iSJ-igi 

[i] Gs9. Hanging is the word. Sir, ifyou bee readie 
for I that, you are well Cook'd. 

Post, Soiflproveagoodrepastiothe Spectators, the 
digh payes the shot. ■ 64 

[l] Gaa. AheavyreckoningforyouSir: But the com- 
fort I Ib you shall be called to no more payments, fear no 
more | Taverne Bils, which are often theiadnegseof part- 
ing,as I theprocuringofmirth: youcomeinlaintfbrwani 
of I meate, depart reeling with too much drinke: sor- 
rie that | you have payed^ too much, and sorry that you 
are payed | too much: Purse and Braine, both empty: 
the Brain the | heavier, for being too lifihr; the Purse 
too light, being | drawne of heavinesse. Oh, of chiscon- 
tradiccion you shall | now be quit: Oh the charity of a 
penny Cord, it summes | up thousands in a trice: you 
have no true Debitor, and | Creditor but it: of what's 
past, is, and to come, the dis- | charge; your necke (Sis) 
is Pen, Booke, and Counteni; so | the Acquittance 
followes. I ^punished 

Post. I am merrier to dye, then thou art to live. 1 79 

[1] Gao. Indeed Sir, he that sleepes, feeles not the 
Tooth- [ Ache: but a man that were to steepe your 
ateepe, and a | Hangman to heipe him to bed, I think 
he would change | places with his Officer: for, look you 
Sir, you know not | which way you shall go. 

Pest. Yes indeed do I, fellow. 185 

[i] Gao. Your death has eyes in's head then: I have 
not I scene him so picnir'd: you must either bee directed 
by I some that take upon them to know, or to take upon 
your I selfe that which I am sure you do not know: or 
jump* the I after-enquiry on your owne periU: and how 
you shall | speed in your joumiea end, I thinke you'l 
never retume | to tell one. ''risk 19a 

173. Oi, o/- ot-GLDH. 177. Siv 8ir-i-4F. 



V. iv. 192-V. 3] THE TRAGEDIE 

Pait. I tell thee. Fellow, there are none want eyes, to 
direct them the way I am going, but such as winke, and 
will not use them. 

fi] Gae. What an infinite mocke is this, thataman 
shdii I have the best use of eyes, to see the way of 
blindnetie: I | am sure hanging's the way of winking, 

Enttr a Messenger. 

Met, Knoclte off hia Manacles, bring your Prisoner to 
the King. zoi 

Past. Thou bring' St good newes, I am call'd to bee 
made Iree. 

[i] Gao. He be hang'd then. 

Post. Thou shall be then Ireer then a Gaoler; no bolts 
for the dead. [Exeunt all but ibe First Gaoler.'^ zo6 

[1^ Gbb. Unlesse a man would marry a Gallowes, & 
be- [ get yong Gibbets, I never saw one so prone;! yjt 
on my j Conscience, there are verier Knaves deare 10 
live, for all | he be a Roman; and there be some of them 
too that dye I aganst their willes; soshould I, if I were 
one. I woula | we were all of one minde, and one minde 
good: O there | were desolation of Gaolers and Gal- 
owses: I speake a- | gainst my present profit, but my 
wish hath a preferment | in't, ^viilling Exeunt. 

Scena Quinia. 
\_CymBetine' s tent.'\ 

, Guiderius, Arvi- 
iceri and Attendants^ 
Cytn . Stand by my side you, whom the Gods have made 
Preservers of my Throne: woe is my heart. 
That the poore Souldier that so richly fought. 



OF CYMBELINE [V. v. 4-26 

Whose ragges, aham'd gilded Armes, whose naked brest 
Slept before Targes • of proofc, cannot be found; 
He shall be happy that can iinde him. If ^shields 

Onr Grace can make him so. 10 

Bel. I never saw 
Such Noble fury in bo poore a Thing; 
Sach predous deeds, in one that promist nought 
But beggery, and poore lookes. 

Cym. No tydings ofhiir? 

Pisa. He hath Inn search'd among the dead, & living; 
But no trace of him. 

Cym. To my greefe, I am 
Tlie heyre ofhis Reward, \ToBelarius, Guiiirius, and 
jir^iregBiJ which I will adde | 
To you (the IJver, Heart, and Braine of Britaine) 20 
By whom (I grant) she lives. 'Tis now the time 
To aske of whence you are. Report it. 

Be/. Sir, 
In Cambria are we borne, and Gentlemen: 
Further to boast, were neyther true, nor modest, 
Unlesse I adde, we are honest. 

Cym. Bow your knees; 
Arise my Knights o'th'Baltell, I create you 
Companions to our person, and will lit you 
With Dignides becomming your estates. jo 

Eater Corneiiui and Ladies. 
There's businesse in these faces: why so sadly 
Greet you our Victory? you looke like Romaines, 
And not o'th'Court of Britaine. 

Corn. Hayle great King, 
To Bowre your happuesse, I must report 

10. Our: Our-i-4F. 



V. V. 17-S6] THE TRAGEDIE 

The Queene U dead. 

Cym. Who worse then a Physitian 
Would this report become? But I consider. 
By Med'cinc life may be prolong'd, yet death 4,0 

Will seize the Doctor too. How ended she? 

Ctr. With horror, madly dying, like her life. 
Which (being cruell to the world) concluded 
Moat cruell to her selfe. What she confest, 
1 will report, so please you. These her Women 
Can trip me, if I erre, who with wet cheekes 
Were present when she finish'd. 

Cym. Pryrhee say. 

Cer. First, she confest she never lov'd you; onely 
Affected Grcatnesse got by you: not you: 50 

Married your Royalty, was wife to your place: 
Abhorr'd your person. 

Cym. She alone knew this: 
And but she spoke it dying, I would not 
Belecvc her lips in opening it. Proceed. 

Corn. Your daughter, whom she bore in hand to love 
With such imegrity, she did confcsse 
Was as a Scorpion to her sight, whose life 
(But that her flight prevented it) she had 
Tane offby poyson. 60 

Cym. O most delicate Fiend! 
Who is't can reade a Woman? Is there more? 

Corn. More Sir, and worse. She did confesse she had 
For you a mortall Mineral!, which Ijeing tooke. 
Should by the minute fcede on life, and ling'ring. 
By inches waste you. In which time, she purpos'd 
By watching, weeping, tendance, kissing, to 
Orecome you with her shew; and in time 
(When she had fitted you with her craft, to worke 
Her Sonne into ih'adoption of the Crowne: 70 



OF CYMBELINE [V. v. 17-82 

But ftyling of her end by his strange absence. 
Grew shamelesse desperate, open'd (in despight 
Of Heaven, and Men) her purposes; repented 
The evils she hatch'd, were not effected: so 
Di spay ring, dyed. 

Cynt. Heard you all this, her Women? 

La. We did, so please your Highnease. 

Cym. Mine eyes 
Were not in fault, for she was beaudfull: 
Mine eires that heare her flattery, nor my heart, 80 
That thought her like her seeming. It had beene vicious 
To have mistrusted her: yet (Oh my Daughter) 
That it was folly in me, thou mayst say. 
And prove it in thy feeling. Heaven mend all. 

E/tler Luiius, laihimo \the Sooihiayer\, and other Ra- 
man frmnerf \^Harded'\ , | Leenatus [Postbumus^ 
behind, and Imogen. I 
Thou comm'st not Cains now for Tribute, that , 
The Britaines have rac'd out, though with the losse 
Of many a bold one: whose Kinsmen have made suite 
That their good soules may be appeas'd, with slaughter 
Of you their Captives, which our selfe have granted, 9 1 
So thinlte of your estate. 

Lue. Consider Sir, the chance of Warre, the day 
Was yours by accident: had it gone with us. 
We should not when the blood was cool, have threatend 
Our Prisoners with the Sword. But since the Gods 
Will have it thus, that nothing but our lives 
May be call'd ransome, let it come: Sufficeth, 
A Roman, with a Romans heart can suffer: 
Augustus lives to thinlte on't: and so much 100 

io. btart: haard~3-4F. S£. Latumn out-CftnlL. 



V.v. 83-111] THE TRAGEDIE 

For my peculiar care. This one thing ondy 

I will entreate, my Boy (a Britaine borne) 

Let Mm he ransom'd: Never Master had 

A Page so kinde, so duteous, diligent. 

So tender over his occasions, true. 

So feate,* so Nuree-like: let hia venue joyne 

With my request, which He make bold, your Highnesse 

Canoot deny; he hath done no Britaine harme. 

Though he have serv'd a Roman. Save him (Sir) 

And spare no blood l)cside. ^dexierBus no 

Cym. I have surely seene him: 
His fevour is familiar to me: Boy, 
Thou hast look'd thy selfe into my grace. 
And art mine owne. I know not why, wherefore. 
To aay, live boy: ne're thankc thy Master, live; 
And aske of Cymbeline what Boone thou wilt. 
Fitting my bounty, and thy state. He give it: 
Yea, though ihou do demand a Prisoner 
The Noblest tane. 

Ime. I humbly thanke your Highnesse. 120 

Lui:. I do not bid thee begge my life, good Lad, 
And yet I know thou will. 

Ima. No, no, alacke. 
There's other worke in hand: I see a thing 
Bitter to me, as death: your life, good Master, 
Must shuffle for it seJfe, 

Luc. The Boy disdaines me, 
He leaves me, acornes me: briefely dye their joyes. 
That place them on the truth of Gyrlcs, and Boyes. 
Why stands he so perplcxtf ■ ijo 

Cym. What would'st ihou Boyf 
I love thee more, and more: thinlte more and more 
What's best to aske. Know'st him thou look'sl on? speak 
Wilt have him live? Is he thy Kinf thy Friend? 



OF CYMBELINE [V. v. 112-133 

Ima. He is a Romane, no more kin to me. 
Then I to your Highnesae, who being bom your vassaile 
Am something neerer. 

Cym. Wherefore ey'st him so? 

Ima. He tell you (Sir) in private, if you please 
To give me hearing. 140 

Qim. I, with all my heart. 
And lend my beat attention. What's thy name? 

1ms. FiJele Sir. 

Cjm, Thou'rt my good youth; my Page 
lie be thy Master: walke with me; speake freely, 

\_Cymielme and Imogen convent apart.'^ 

Bel. la not this Boy reviv'd from death? 

Atvi. One Sand another 
Not more resembles that sweet Rosie Lad: 
Who dyed, and was Fidele: what thinke you? 

Gut. The same dead thing alive. I Jo 

Bel. Peace, peace, see funher ; he eyes us not, forbeare 
Creatures may be alike; were'l he, I am sure 
He would have spoke to us. 

Gui. But we see him dead. 

Bel. Be silent: let's see fiirther, 

Pisa. {Jiide'] It is my Mistris: 
Since she is living, let the time run on. 
To good, or bad. 

[Cymbeline and Imogen tome forward.'] 

Cym. Come, stand thou by our side. 
Make thy demand alowd. \To laihimo'] Sir, step you 
forth, I 160 

Give answer to this Boy, and do it freely. 
Or by our Greatnesse, and the grace of it 
(Which is our Honor) bitter torture shall 



V. V. i34-'6i] THE TRAGEDIE 

Winnow the truth from falshood. One speake to him. 

/«#. My boore Js, that this Getitleinan may render 
or whom he had this Ring. 

Past. [JiiJf] What's that to him.> 

Cym. That Diamond upon your Finger, aay 
How catne it yours? 

Inch. Thou'lt torture me to leave unspoken, that 
Which to be spoke, wou'd torture thee. 171 

Cym. How? me? 

lacb. I am glad 10 be consfrain'd to utter that 
Which torments me to conceale. By Villany 
I got this Ring: 'twas i/ana/Bf Jewell, 
Whom thou did'st banish : and which more may greeve 
thee, I 

As it doth me: a Nobler Sir, ne're liv'd 
'Twiitskyand ground. Wilt thou heare more my Lord? 

Cym. All that belongs to this. 

I^ch. That Paragon, thy daughter, 180 

For whom my heart drops blood, and my false spirits 
Quaile to remember. Give me leave, I feint. 

Cym. My Daughter? what of hir? Renew thy strength 
I had rather thou should'st live, while Nature will, 
Then dye ere I heare more: strive man, and speake. 

latb. Upon a dmc, unhappy was the clocke 
That strooke the houre: it was in Rome, accurst 
The Mansion where: 'twas at a Feast, oh would 
Our Viands had bin poyson'd (or at least 
Those which I heav'd to head:) the gix>d Paiibamai, 
(What should I say? he was too good to be 191 

Where ill men were, and was the best of all 
Among' St the rar'st of good ones) utting sadly. 
Hearing us praise our Loves of Italy 

164. Ooi! On-3-4F. 183. £/r.- IiBr-l-4F. 



OF CYMBELINE [V. v. 162-191 

For Beauiy, that made barren the swell'd boast 
Of him that best could speake; for Feature, i laming 
T.ie Shrine of Venus, or straight-pight Minerva, 
Postures, beyond breefe Nature, For Condition, 
A shop of all the qualities, that man ^sbape 

Loves woman for, besides that hooke of Wiving, 200 
Fairenesae, which strikes the eye, 

Cym. I stand on fiic. Come to the matter. 

lacb. All too soone I shall, 
Unlessethou would'st greeve quickly. "V^m Pasibuntus, 
Most like a Noble Lord, in love, and one 
That had a Royall Lover, tooke his hint. 
And (not dispraising whom we prais'd, therein 
He was as calmc aa vertue) he began 
His Mistris picture, which, by his tongue, being made. 
And then a minde put in't, either our bragges zto 
Were crak'd of Kitchen-Trulles, or his description 
Prov'd us unipeaking sottes.^ ' ^feels 

Cym. Nay, nay, to' th' purpose, 

lach. Your daughters Chastity, (there it beginnes) 
He spake of her, as Dian had hot dreames. 
And she alone, were cold; Whereat, I wreich 
Made scruple of his praise, and wager'd with him 
Peece* of Gold, 'gainst this, which then he wore 
Upon his honour'd finger) to atiaine 
In suite the place of s bed, and winne this Ring zzo 
By hers, and mine Adultery: he (true Knight) 
No lesser of her Honour confident 
Then 1 did truly lindc her, stakes this Ring, 
And would so, had it beene a Carbuncle 
Of Phccbus Wheele; and might so safely, had it 
Bin all the worth of's Caire. Away to Britaine 

19!. Naiu't. Fsr: nature: for-Rowi. 
am. new 1. al Come-Pon, 



V. V. i92-"2] THE TRAGEDIE 

Posce 1 ID ihis designe: Well may you (Sit) 

Remember me at Court, where I was taught 

Of your chaste Daughter, the wide difFerence zzg 

'Twixt Amorous, and Villanous. Being thus quench'd 

Of hope, not longing! mine Italian braine. 

Gin in your duller (Britaine operire 

Moat vildely: for ray vantage excellent. 

And to be breefe, my practise so prevayl'd 

That 1 return'd with simular' proofe enough. 

To mate the Noble Leonatus mad, i counierfeii 

By wounding his beleefe in her Renownc, 

With Tokens thus, and thus: averring notes 

Of Chamber -hanging. Pictures, this her Bracelet 

(Oh cunning how I got) nay some markes 240 

Of secret on her person, that he could not 

But thinke her bond of Chastity quite crack'd, 

I having 'tane the forfeyt. Whereupon, 

Me thinkes 1 see him now. 

Pest. \_Advancing\ I so thou do'st, 
Italian Fiend, Aye me, most credulous Foole, 
Egregious murtherer, Theefe, any thing 
That's due to all the Villaines past, in being 
To come. Oh give me Cord, or knite, or poyson. 
Some upright Justicer. Thou King, send out ijo 
For Torturors ingenious; it is I 
That all ih'abhorrcd things o'th'earth amend 
By being worse then they, I am Peslburnus, 
That kill'd thy Daughter: Villain-like, I ]ye. 
That caus'd a lesser villaine then my aelfe, 
A sacrilegious Theefe to doo't. The Temple 
Of Vertue was she; yea, and she her selfe. 
Spit, and throw stones, cast myre upon me, set 

131. tftrarc: operate-I-4F. 140. gal: got it-l-4F. 
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The dogges o'th'screet to bay me: every vilbune 
Be call'd Postbuntui Letaatui, and 260 

Be villany lease then 'twas. Oh Im<igen\ 
My Quecne, my life, my wife; oh Imogen, 
Imogen, Imegen. 

Ime. Peace my Lord, heare, heare. 

Post. Shall's have a play of this? 
Thou scornfuU Page, there lye thy part. 

[Striking her: she falli.'] 

Pis. Oh Gentlemen, helpe. 
Mine and your Mistris: Oh my Lord Poitbumiii, 
You ne'rc kill'd Imogen till now: helpe, helpe. 
Mine honour'd Lady. 270 

Cym. Does the world go round? 

Postb. How comes these staggers on mce? 

Pisa. Wake my MisiHs. 

Cym. If this be so, the Gods do meane to strike me 
To death, with moriall joy. 

Pisa, How fares my Mistris? 

Imo. Oh get thee from my sight. 
Thou gav'st me poyson: dangerous Fellow hence. 
Breath not where Princes are. 

Cym. The tant ai Imogen. aSo 

Piiit, Lady, the Gods throw stones of sulpher on me, if 
That box I gave you, was not thought by mce 
A precioiis thing, I had it ftom the Queene. 

Cym. New matter still. 

Imo. It poyson'd me. 

Corn. Oh Gods! 
I left out one thing which the Queene confest. 
Which must approve thee honest. If Pasanio 
Have (said she) given his Mistris that Confection 

165-6. new 1. at Thara-HANMIK. 

aSi. Id^i tqanle I.-Maloni. i%t. Pamnio: PliaDlo-l-4P. 
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Which I gave faim tor CorduU, $he ii aen'd, , 290 
At 1 would serve i Rai. 

Cym. What's thi», Cornelius} 

Ccrn. The Queene (Sir) very oft importun'd me 
To temper' poyaons for her, still pretending '«« 
The aatitftctioD of her knowledge, onely 
In killing Creatures vilde, u Cats md Dogges 
Of no esteeme. I dreading, chit her purpoie 
Was of more danger, did compound for her 
A certaine stuffe, which being lane, would cetse 
The present powrc of life, but in short dme, 300 

AH Offices of Nature, should againe 
Do their due Functions. Have you tane of it? 

Imo. Most like I did, for I was dead, 

Bel. My Boyes, there was our error. 

Gut. This is sure Fidele. 

Ime. Why did you throw your wedded Lady &o you? 
Thinke that you are upon a Rocke, and now 
Throw me againe. \_Embradng bm.'\ 

Past. Hang there lie finite, my soule. 
Till the Tree dye. 310 

Cym. How now, my Flesh? my Chade? 
What, mak'st thou me a dullard in this Act? 
Wilt thou not apeake to me? 

Imo. [Kneeling] Your blessing. Sir. 

Sel. [2> Guiderius and Arviragus'\ Though you 
did love this youth, I blame ye not, I 
You had a motive for'i. 

Cym. My teares that 611 
Prove holy-water on thee; Imogen, 
Thy Mothers dead. 

Imo. I am sorry for't, my Lord. 320 

303-4. new 1. It There-HANHU. 306. /rs: frsm-Rowi. 
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Cyni. Oh, she was naught; and long of her ii was 
That we meet heere so strangely: but her Sonne 
Is gone, we know not how, nor where. 

Pis^, My Lord, 
Now feare is from me, lie speake troth. Lord Clelen 
Upon my Ladies missing, came to me 
With his Sword drawne,foam'd aiihemouih, andawort 
If I discover' d not which way she was gone. 
It was my instant death. By accident, 
I had a feigned Letter of my Masters 33<: 

Then in my pocket, which directed him 
To seeke her on the Mounlaines neere to Milford, 
Where in a frenzie, in my Masters Garments 
(Which he inforc'd from me) away he postes 
With unchaste purpose, and with oath to violate 
My Ladies honor, what became of him, 
I fiirther know not. 

Gut. Let me end the Siory ; I slew him there. 

Cym. Marry, the Gods forefend.i ^fsrbid 33; 
I would not thy good deeds, should from my lips 
Ptucke a hard sentence; Prythee valiant youth 
Deny't agunc. 

Gui, I have spoke it, and I did it. 

Cym. He was a Prince. 

Gui. A most incivili one. The wrongs he did mee 
Were nothing Prince-lite; for he did provoke me 
With Language that would make me spume the Sea, 
If it could 90 roarc lo me. I cut off's head. 
And am right glad he is not standing heere 
To tell this tale of mine. 3S' 

Cym. 1 am sorrow for thee: 
By thine owne tongue thou art condemn'd, and must 

3j8. nen 1. at I-Pori. 351. wrniw; «orry-3-+F 
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Endure our Law: Thou'rt dead. 

Ima, That headleue man 1 thought had bin my Lord 

Cym. Binde the OSeader, 
And take him from our presence. 

Bd. Stay, Sir King. 
This man la better then the man he slew, 
Aa wel] descended as thy selfe, and hath 
More of thee merited, then a Band of Chtens 360 
Had ever acarre for. \Tb the Giiara\ Let his Arnies 

They were not borne for bondage. 

Cym. Why old Soldier: 
Wilt thou undoo the worth thou art unpayd tor 
By tasting of our wrath? How of descent 
As good as wef 

Arvi. In that he spake too farre. 

Cyra. And thou shalt dye for't. 

Bil. We will dye all three. 
But I will prove that two one's are as good 370 

As I have given out him. My Sonnes, I must 
For mine owne part, unfold a dangerous speech. 
Though haply well for you. 

Arvi. Your danger's ours. 

Gttid. And our good his. 

Bel. Have at it then, by leave 
Thou hadd'st (great King) a Subject, who 
Waa call'd Btlarius. 

Cym. What of him? He is a baniah'd Traitor. 

Bel, He it ia, that hath 380 

Aasum'd this age; indeed a baniah'd man, 
I know not bow, a Traitor. 

Cym. Talce him hence, 

354. new I. at I-Popi. J70. ohc'i.- on".-i-+F. 
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The whole world shall not save him. 

Bel. Not too.hot; 
First pay me for the Nursing of thy Sonnes, 
And let it be confiscate all, so soonc 
As I have rcceyv'd it. 

Cym. Nursing of my Sonnes? 3S9 

Bel. I am too blunt, and sawcy: heere's my knee: 
Ere I arise, I will preferre my Sonnes, 
Then spare not the old Father, Mighty Sir, 
These two young Gentlemen that call me Father, 
And thinke they are my Sonnei, are none of mine. 
They arc the ysfue of your Loynea, my Liege, 
And blood of your begetting. 

Cym. How? my Issue. 

Bel. So sure as you, your Fathers: I (old Mtrgan) 
Am that Belarr US, whom you sometime banish'd: 399 
Vour pleasure was my neere ofience, my punishment 
It selfe, and all my Treason that I suJTer'd, 
Was all the harme I did. Theie gentle Princes 
(For such, and so they are) these twenty yeares 
Have I train' d up; those Arts they have, as I 
Could put into them. My breeding was (Sir) 
As your Highnesse knowes: Their Nurse Earipbile 
(Whom for the Theft I wedded) stole these Children 
Upon my Banishment: I moov'd her too't. 
Having receyv'd the punishment before 
For that which I did then. Beaten for Loyaltie, 410 
Excited me to Treason. Their deere losse. 
The more of you 'twas felt, the more it ahap'd 
Unto my end of stealing them. But gracious Sir, 
Heere are your Sonnes againe, and I must loose 
Two of the aweet'ai Companions in the World. 

405-6. new 1. at Your-JOHNtaN. 
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The benediction of these covering Heavens 

Fall on their heacJi.liks dew, for they arc worthie 

To in-lay Heaven with Starres. 

Cym. Thou weep'st, and speak'st: 
The Service that you three have done, is more 420 
Unlike, then this thou tell'st. I lost my Children, 
If these be they, I know not how to wish 
A pay re of worthier Sonnes. 

Bil. Be pleas'd awhUe; 
This Gentleman, whom I call PoliJarr, 
Most worthy Prince, as yours, is true Gaiderius: 
This Gentleman, my Caitvall, Arviragm. 
Your yonger Princely Son, he Sir, was lapt 
In a most curious Mantle, wrought by ih'hand 439 
Of his Queene Mother, which for more probation 
I can with ease produce. 

Cym. Guiderius had 
Upon his necke % Mole, a languine Starre, 
It was a marke of wonder. 

Bel. This la he. 
Who hath upon him still that naturall stampc: 
It was wise Natures end, in the donation 
To be his evidence now. 

Cym. Oh, what am I 
A Mother to the byrth of three? Nere Mother 440 
Rejoyc'd deliverance more: Blest, pray you be. 
That after this strange starting from your Orbcs, 
You may reigne in them now; Oh Imogen, 
Thou hast lost by thb a Kingdome. 

Ime. No, my Lord: 
I have got two Worlds by't. Oh my gentle Brothers, 
Have we thus met? Oh never say heereafter 

417. lihs likc-i-4F, 
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But I am truest speaker. You call'd me Brother 

When I was but your Sister: I you Brothers, 

When we were so indeed. 450 

Cym, Did you ere meete? 

jirvi. I my good Lord. 

Gui. And at lirat mecdng lov'd, 
Continew'd so, untill we thought he dyed. 

Carit. By the Queenes Dramme she swallow'd. 

Cym. O rare instinct! 
When shall I heare all through? This fierce abridgment. 
Hath CO it Circumstantiall branches, which 
Distinction should be rich in. Where? how liv'd you? 
And when came you to serve our Romane Captive? 460 
How parted with your Brother? How first met them? 
Why fled you from the Court? And whether these? 
And your three motives to the Battaile? with 
I know not how much more should be demanded. 
And all the other by-dependances 

From chance to chance? But nor the Time, nor Plact 
Will serve our long Interrogatories. See, 
PastbuMUS Anchors upon Imegen; 
And she (like harmlesse Lightning) throwcs her eye 
On him: her Brothers, Me: her Master hitting 470 
Each object with a Joy: the Counter-change 
Is severally in all. Let's quit this ground. 
And smoake the Temple with our Sacrifices. 
[7'ff Belariui'] Thou art my Brother, so wee'I hold 
ihee ever. | 

Imo. You are my Father too, and did releeve me: 
To see this gradous season. 

Cjm. All ore-joy'd 
Save these in bonds, let them be joyfull too. 
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For thej' shall taatc our Comfort. 479 

Im». My good Master, 1 will yet do you service. 

Luc. Happy be you. 

Cyrt. The forlome Souldier, thai no Nobly fought 
He would have well becom'd this place, and grac'd 
The thankings of a King. 

Fosl. 1 am Sir 
The Souldier thai did company these three 
In poore bciceming: 'twas a fitment for 
The purpose I then follow'd. That I was he, 
Speake lacbima, I had you downe, and might 
Have made you finbh. 490 

latb. [Kneeling] I am downe againe: 
But now my heavie Conacience sinkes my knee. 
As then your force did. Take that life, beseech you 
Which I so often owe: but your Ring first. 
And heere the Bracelet of the truest Princesse 
That ever swore her Faith. 

Post. Kneeie not to me: 
The powre that I have on you, is to spare you: 
The malice towards you, to forgive you. Live 
And deale with others better. ^00 

Cym. Nobly doom'd: 
Wee'l leame our Freenesse of a Sonne-in-Law: 
Pardon's the word to all. 

Arvi. You holpe' us Sir, ^helftd 

As you did meane indeed to be our Brother, 
Joy'd are we, that you are. 

Pen. Your Servant Princes. Goodmy Lord of Rome 
Call forth your Sooth-sayer: As I slept, me thought 
Great Jupiter upon his Eagle back'd 
Appcar'd to me, with other sprightly shewes 510 

480. new I. M 1-Pora. 483. Ni: So-l-tF. 

510. ,frigbdy: •pritaIiF-ST«TU<.(l79j). 



OF CVMBELINE [V. v. 429-456 

Of mine owne Kindred. When 1 wak'd, I found 

Xhis Label] on my boaome; whose containing 

Is so from sense in hardnesse, that I can 

Mate no Collection^ of it. Let him shew 

His skill in the construction. » mfnence 

Luc. Pbilarmtnus. 

Sooth. Hcere, my good Lord. 

Lat. Read, and declare the meaning. 

[Saolb.'] Reades. 519 

When o! a Lyons wbelpe, shall to himselft unknoten, 
with- I out leeking fade, and bee emhrac'dbya peece 
of tender \ Ayre: And when from a stately Cedar shall 
be kpl branches, | which being dead many yeares, shall 
after revive, bee joynted to \ the old Stocke, and freshly 
grow, then shall Posthumas end his | miseries, Britaine 
it fortunate, and flour isb in Peace and Plen- | tie. 

Thou Leonatus art the Lyons Whelpe, 

The fit and apt Construction of thy name 

Being Leonatus, doth import so much: 

\To Cymbeline'] The peccc offender Ayre, thy vertu- 

ous Daughter, [ 530 

Which we call Mollis Aer, and Mollis Aer 

We terme it Mutter; which Mutier I divine 

Is this most constant Wife, who even now 

Answering the Letter of the Oracle, 

Unknowne to you unsought, were clipt about 

With this most lender Aire. 

Cym. This hath some seeming. 

Sooth. The lofty Cedar, Royall Cymbeline 
Personates thee: And thy lopt Branches, point 
Thy two Sonnes forth: who by Belarius stolne 540 
For many yeares thought dead, are now reviv'd 
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To the MajestJcke Cedar joyn'd; whoae Issue 
PromiMS Britaine, Peace and Plenty. 

Cym. Well, 
My Peace we will be^n: And Cait/i Lucias, 
Although the Victor, we submit to Ctesar, 
And to the Romanc Empire; promising 
To pay OUT wonted Tribute, from the which 
We were disawadcd by our wicked Queene, 
Whom heavena in Justice both on her, and hers, 550 
Have laid most heavy hand. 

Sooth. The fingers of the Powres above, do tune 
The harmony of this Peace: the Vision 
Which I made knowne lo Lucius ere the stroke 
Of yet this scarsc-cold-Battaile, at this instant 
Is full accomplish'd. For the Romaine Eagle 
From South to West, on wing soaring aloft 
Lessen'd her selfe, and in the Beames o'lh'Sun 
So vanish'd; which forc-shcw'd our Princely Eagle 
Th'Imperia!l Cixsar, should againe unite ;6o 

His Favour, with the Radiant Cymbeline, 
Which shines heere in the West. 

Cjm. Laud we the Gods, 
And let our crooked Smoakes climbe to their Nostrils 
From our blest Altars. Publish we this Peace 
To all our Subjects, Set we forward: Let 
A Roman, and a Brittish Ensigne wave 
Friendly together: so through Luds-Ttmnf march. 
And in the Temple of great Jupiter 
Our Peace wee'I ratifie: Seale it with Feasts. 570 

Set on there: Never was a Warre did cease 
(Ere bloodie hands were wash'd) with such a Peace. 
Exeunt. 
FINIS. 

SSS.jntWcthii yet-3-+F. 
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[DRAMATIS PERSONiE 

Leontes, iing ef Sici/ia. 
Mamilt.ius, yeung prince ef SUilia. 
Camillo, "\ 

AnTigONUS, I r J J r c- -J- 

Cleomenes, \P'>-'^ Lord, of Su,l.a. 

Dion, ' 

PoLiXENES, king of Bohemia. 

Florizel, prince of Bohemia. 

Archidamvs, a Lord of Bohemia. 

Old Shepherd, reputed father of Perdita. 

Clown, bis son. 

AwTuLYt.us, a rogue. 

A Mariner. 

A Gaoler. 

Hermione, queen to Leontes. 

Perdita, daughter to Leontes and Hermtone, 

Paulina, wife to Antigonus. 

Emilia, a lady attending on Hermiene, 

Do"^, } «*'/*""■""'■ 

Other Lords and Gentlemen, Ladies, Officers and 
Servants, Shepherds and Shepherdesses. 

Time, as Chorus. 

Scene: Partly in Sicilia, and partly in Bohemia,^ 



THE WINTERS TALE 



/letus Primus. Scoena Prima. 

[Jntecbamier in Leontes' palace.'^ 

Enter Camilla and Arihidamui. 

Arch. 

IF you shall chance ( Camilla) to visit Bohemia, on 
the likeoccasioD whereon my services are now | on- 
foot, you shall sec (as I have said) great dif- | Terence 
betwixt our Bohemia, and your Sictlia. | 

Cam. I ihinke, thla comming Summer, the King of 
Sicilia meanes to pay Bohemia the Visitadon, which hee 
justly owes him. lo 

Areb. Wherein our Entertainment shall shame us: we 
will be justified in our Loves: for indeed — 

Cam. 'Beseech you — 

Arch. Vercly I Bpeake it in the freedome of my know- 
ledge; we cannot with such magnificence — in so rare — 
I know not what to say — Wee will give you sleepic 
Drinkes, that your Scnces (un- intelligent of oiir insuifi- 
cience) may, though they cannot prayse us, as little ac- 

Cam. You pay a great deale to deare, for what's given 
freely. ii 

Arch. 'Beleeve me, I speake as my understanding in- 
structs me, and as mine honesile puts it ir ■■" 
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Cam. Sicilia cannot shew himselfe over-kind to Bohi- 
mia: They were tr«yn'd together in their Child-hoods; 
and there rooted betwixt them then such an afl«ction, 
which cannot chuae but braunch now. Since thdr more 
mature Dignities, and Royall Necessities, made aeperati- 
on of their Sociede, their Encounters (though not Perso- 
nal!) hath been Royally attornyedi with enier-change of 
Gifts, Letters, loving Embassies, that they have scem'd to 
be together, though absent; shooke bands, asovera Vast;' 
and cmbrac'd as it were from the ends of opposed Winds. 
The Heavens continue their Loves, '^performii by prsxj 

Arch. I thinke there is not in the World, either Malice 
or Matter) to alter it. You have an unspeakable comfort 
of your young Prince Marnilliui: it is a Gentleman of the 
greatest Promise, that ever came into my Note. ^ galf 

Cam. I very well agree with you, in the hopes of him: 
itisagallantChild; one, that (indeed) Phywcks the Sub- 
ject, makes old hearts fresh : they that went on Crutches 
ere he was borne, desire yet their life, to see him a Man. 

jirch. Would they else be content to die? 4J 

Cam, Yes; if there were no other excuie, why they 
should J desire to live. 

jlrcb. If the King had no Sonne, they would desire to 
live on Crutches till he had one. Extunt. 

Sccena Secunda. 
[ylroomofstauinthesam,.-] 

Enter Leentei, Hcrmkne, Mamillius, Pa/ixenei, Ca- 
. milh \ttnd Attendants\. | 
Pal. Nine Changes of the Watry-Starre hath been 
The Shepheards Note, since we have left our Throne 
JO. haibi b>ve-l-4F. 
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Without a Burthen: Time as long againe 

Would be lill'd up (my Brother) with our Thanb, 

And yet we should, for perpetuitie, 

Goe hence in debt: And therefore, like a Cypher 

(Yet standing in nch place) 1 multiply 

With one we thanke you, many thousands moe, 10 

That goe before it. 

Lee. Stay your Thanks a while. 
And pay them when you part. 

Pol. Sir, that's to morrow; 
I am queation'd by my feares, of what may chaDce, 
Or breed upon our absence, that may blow 
No sneaping' Winds at home, to make us say, ^xiffing 
This is put forth too truly: besides, I have stay'd 
To tyre your Roy altie. 

Lea. We are tougher (Brother) 20 

Then you can put us to't. 

Pe/. No longer stay, 

Leo. One Seve'niglK longer. 

Pa/. Very sooth, to morrow. 

Lea. Wec'le part the time becweene's then: and in that 
He no gaine- saying. 

Pe/. Presse me not ('beseech you) 50: 
There is no Tongue that moves; none, none i'lh' World 
So aoone as yours, could win me: so il should now. 
Were there neceasitie in your request, although 30 
'Twere needfiiU I deny'd it. My Affaires 
Doe even drag me home-ward: which to hinder. 
Were (in your Love) a Whip to me; my stay. 
To you a Charge, and Trouble: to save both, 
Farewell (our Brother. ) 

Leg. Tongue-ty'd our Qucene? speakc you. 

Her. Ihadthoughi(Sir) tohaveheldmypeace,untili 
Vou had drawne Oathes from him, not to stay : you (Sir) 
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Charge him too coldly. Tell him, you are sore 
AH in Bfibemia's well: this utialactian, 40 

The by-gone-day procjaym'd, say this to him. 
He's beat trom his best ward. 

Let. Well said, Hermime. 

Her. To tell, he longs to sec his Sonne, were strong: 
But let him say so then, and let him goe; 
But let him swcare so, and he shall not stay, 
Wee'l thwack him hence with DistaSes. 
Yet of your Royal) presence. He adventure 
The borrow of a Weeke, When at Bohemia 
You take my Lord, lie give him my Commisdon, 50 
To let him there a Monelh, behind the Gest ^ ^ perisi 
Prefix'd for's parting: yet (good-deed)^ Leon I es,^ indeed 
I love thee not a Jarre^ o'th'Clock, behind ^tid 

What Lady she her Lord, You'le stay^ 

PoL No, Madame. 

Her. Nay, but you will? 

Pol. I may not verely. 

Her. Verely? 
You put me off with Mmber Vowes; but I, 
Though you would seek t'unsphere the Stars with Oaths, 
Should yet say. Sir, no going: Verely 61 

You shall not goe; a Ladyes Verely ' is 
As potent as a Lords. Will you goe yet? 
Force me to keepe you as a Prisoner, 
Not like a Guest: so you shall pay your Pees 
When you depart, and save your Thanks. How say you? 
My Prisoner? or my Guest? by your dread Verely, 
One of them you shall be. 

Pol. Your Guest then, Madame; 
To be your Prisoner, should import oflending; 70 

61. Fertly ' it: ' Verily ' 'i-Staunton, Giant Whit«. 
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Which is fat me, lease easie lo cominit. 
Then you to puniah. 

Her. Not your Gaoler then. 
But your kind HoiteBse. Come, He question you 
OfmyLorda Tricks, and yours, when you were Boyea: 
You were pretty Lordings then? 

P.I. W, were (tee Qoeen.) 
Two Lads, that thought there was no more behind. 
But such a day to morrow, as to day. 
And to be Boy etemall. 80 

Her. Was not my Lord 
The veryer Wtg o'th'two? 

Pol. Wewereastwyn'dLambSjihatdidfriski'th'Sun, 
And bleat the one at th'other: what we chang'd. 
Was Innocence, for Innocence; we knew not 
The Doctrine of ill-doing, nor dream'd 
That any did: Had we pursu'd that lire. 
And our weake Spirits ne're been higher retr'd 
With stronger blood, we should have answer'd Heaven 
Boldly, not guilty; the Imposition clear' d, 90 

Hereditarie ours. 

Hir. By this we gather 
You have tript since. 

Pel. O my most sacred Lady, 
Temptations have since then been borne to's: for 
In those unfledg'd dayea, was my Wife a Girlc; 
Your precious setfe had then not cross'd the eyes 
Of my young Play-fellow. 

Her. Grace to boot: 
Of this make no conclusion, least you say 100 

Your Queene and I are Devils: yet goe on, 
Th' offences we have made you doe, wee'le anawere. 
If you first sinn'd with us: and that with us 
You did continue ^ult; and that you slipt not 
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With any, but with us. 

Les. Is he woon yet? 

Her. Hee'le suy (my Lord.) 

Lta. At my retjucsl, he would not: 
Hermont (my dearest) thou never spoak'st 
To better purpose. no 

Her. Never? 

Le», Never, but once. 

Her. Whatf have I twice said well? when was' tbcfbre? 
I prethee tell me: cram's wiih prayse, and make's 
As fat as lame things: One good deed, dying tonguclesK. 
Slaughters t thousand, wayting upon that. 
Our prayses are our Wages, You may ride's 
With one soft Kisse a thousand Furlongs, ere 
With Spur we heat an Acre. But to th'Goate: 
My last good deed, was to entreat his stay. no 

What was my firsti* it ha's an elder Sister, 
Or I mistake you; O, would her Name were Graie. 
But once before I spoke to th'purpose? when? 
Nay, lei me have't: I long. 

Lee. Why, thai was when 
Three crabbed Moneths had sowr'd themselves to dciih, 
Ere I could make thee open thy white Hand: 
A clap thy selfe my Love; then didst thou uiier. 

Her. 'Tis Grace indeed. ijo 

Why lo-you now; I have spoke to th' purpose twice: 
The one, for ever earn'd a Royall Husband; 
Th'other, for some while a Friend, 

Leo. [j^iUe] Too hot, too hot: 
To mingle friendship farre, is mingling bloods. 
I have Tremer Cordis od me: my heart daunces, 

\%%. A: ADd-l-4F. 
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But not for joy; not joy. This Entertainment 
May a free face put on: derive a Libertie 
From Heartinease, from Bountie, fertile Bosonie, 
And well became llie Agent: 't may; I graunt: 140 
Bat to be padling Palmes, and pinching Fingers, 
As now they «re, and making practis'd Smiles 
As in a Looking-Glasse; and then to sigh, as 'twere 
The Mort • o'th'Decrc: oh, that is entenainment 
My Bosome likes not, nor my Browes. MaMiiiiui, 
Art thou my Boy? ' dealb 

Mam. I, my good Lord. 

Leo. I'feeks:3 ^ in fact 

Why that's my Bawcoct:^ what? haa't smutch'd thy 
Nose? I ^finifelltivi 

They say it is a Coppy out of mine. Come Captaine, 
We must be neat; not neat, but cleanly, Captaine: 151 
And yet the Steere, the Heycfer, and the Calfe, 
Are all cajl'd Neat. Still VirginalUng * 
Upon his Palme? How now (you wanton Calfe; 
Art thou my Calfe? *playmg en the virginal 

Mam. Yes, if you. will (my Lord._J 

Lee. Thou wani'st a rough pash,^& the shoots that I 
have I ^bead 

To be fiiH, like me: yet they say we are 
Almost as like as Egges; Women say so, 
(That will say any thing.) But were they 61se 160 
As o're-dy'd Blacks, as Wind, as Waters; ftlse 
A» Dice are to be wish'd, by one that fijtea s ihy-blue 
No borne 'twixt his and mine; yet were it true. 
To say this Boy were like me. Come (Sir Page) 
Looke on me with your Welkin* eye: sweet Villaine, 
Most dear'st, my Collop: Can thy Dam, may't be 

Ija. Hffeftr: bclfer-3-4F. 166. Dam,: Dain?-CAMBKiiK». 
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A&cdon? thy Intention itabs the Center. 
Thou do'tt make posuble things not so held, 
CommunicaC'st with Dreames (how can this be?) 
With what's unreall: thou coacrive art, 170 

And fellow'sc nothing. Then 'tis very credent. 
Thou may' St co-joyne with something, and thou do'st, 
(And that beyond Commission) and I find it, 
(And that to the infection of my Braines, 
And hardning of my Browes. ) 

Pa/. What meanes ftV/7;d? 

Her. He something seemes unsetled. 

Pe/. How? my Lord? 

Lee. What cheere? how is't with you, best Brother? 

Her.Yon loot aa ifyou held a Brow of much distraction: 
Are you mov'd (my Lord?_^ 181 

Lea. No, in good earnest. 
How sometimes Nature will betray it's Iblty? 
It's tendemesse? and make it selfe a Pastime 
To harder bosomes? Looking on the Lynes 
Of my Boyes &ce, me thoughts I did requoyle 
Twentie three yecrcs, and saw my sdfc un-brecch'd, 
In my greene Velvet Coat; my Dagger muzzel'd. 
Least it should bite it's Master, and so prove 
(As Ornaments oft do's) too dangerous: 190 

How like (me thought) I then was to this Ketnell, 
This Squash, this Gentleman. Mine honest Friend, 
Will you take Egges for Money? 

Mam. No (my Lord) He ^ght. 

Lff. Youwill: whyhappymanbc'sdole.i MyBrothet 
Are you 10 fond of your young Prince, as we 
Doe seeme to be of ours? ^parlm 

166-7. *'V'' *" AgecMnt: m«y't be?^Affectlonl-STEIvi)n 
( 1778). 178-80. 1 11. ending look, distrBctloD-THioiUD. 

190. it'i: du-Rowt. 
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Pol. If at home (Sir) 
He's all my Exercise, my Mirth, my Matter; 
Now my sworne Friend, and then mine Enemy; 200 
My Parasite, my Souldier: States-man; all: 
He makes a Julyca day, short aa December, 
And with his varying child-ncsse, cures in me 
Thoughts, that would thick my blood. 

Leo. So stands this Squire 
Offic'd with me: We two will walke (my Lord) 
And leave you to your graver steps. Hermione, 
How thou lov'st ui, (hevr in our Brothers welcome; 
Let what ]i deare in Sicily, be cheape: 
Next to thy selfe, and my young Rover, he's zio 
Apparant ' to my heart. • heir appennt 

Her. If you would teeke us. 
We are yours i'ch'Garden: shali's attend you there? 

Lea. To your owne bents dispose you: you'Iebefbund, 
Be you beneath the Sky; \_AsiJe'\ \ am angling now, 
(Though you perceive me not how I give Lyne) 
Goe too, goc loo. 

How she holds up the Neb?^ the Byll to him? 
And armes her with the boldnesse of a Wife ^ ieak 
To her allowing Husband. [Exeunt Polixenes, Her- 
mione, and Attendants,'^ Gone already, | 220 
Ynch-thick,knee-deepe; ore head and cares afork'd^one. 
Goe play (Boy) play: ihy Mother playea, and I 
Play too; but so disgrac'd a part, whose issue ^ horned 
Will hisae me to my Grave: Contempt and Clamor 
Will be my Knell. Goe play (Boy) play, there have been 
- (Or 1 am much deceiv'd) Cuckolds ere now. 
And many a man there is (even at this present. 
Now, while I speake this) holds his Wifeby th'Arme, 
That little thinkes ahe ha's been atuyc'd in's absence. 
And his Pond fish'd by hi» next Neighbor (by 130 
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Sir Smile, bu Ndghbor:) nay, there's eomfort in't. 

Whiles other men have Gates, aiicl those Gates open'd 

(As mine) against their will. Should all despaire 

That have revolted Wives, the tenth of Mankind 

Would hang themselves. Phywck for't, there's none; 

It it a bawdy Planet, that will strike 

Where 'tis predominant; and 'tis powrefull; thinke it: 

From East, West, North, and South, be it concluded. 

No Barricado for a Belly, Know't, 

It will let in and out the Enemy, 740 

With bag and baggage; many thousand on's 

Have the Disease, and feete't not. How now Boy^ 

Mam. I am like you say. 

Lee. Why, that's some comfort. 
What? CamilU there? 

Cam. I, my good Lord. 

Lea. Goe play (Mamillius) thou'rt an honest man: 
[£*// Mamillius.'] 
Camilh, this great Sir will yet stay longer. 

Cam. You had much adoe to make his Anchor hold. 
When you east out, it snll came home. 25° 

Lto. Didst note itf 

Cam. He would not stay at your Petitions, made 
His Businesse more materiali. 

Leo. Didst perceive it? 
[Aside] They're here with me already; whJsp'ring, 
rounding: | 

Sicilia is a so-lbrth: 'tis farre gone, 
When I shall gusti it last. How cam't ( Camillo) 
That he did stay? 1 taste 

Cam. At the good Queenes entreatie. 

Lea. At die Queenes be't: Good should be pertiDcnt, 

i43.j>eH M)ii you they iay-a-4F. 
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But so it is. It is not. Was this laken 261 

By sny understanding Pate but thine? 

For thy Conceit is soaking, will draw in 

More then the common Slocks. Not noted, is't. 

But of the liner NacuFeg? by some Severalls 

or Head-peece extraord inane? Lower Messes 

Perchance are 10 this Buunesae purblind? uy. 

Ciim. Businesse, my Lord? 1 thinke most understand 
Bebemia stayes here longer. 

Leu. Ha? 170 

Cam. Stayes here longer. 

Leo. I, but why? 

Cam. To satislie your Highnetse, and the Entreaties 
Of our most gracious Mistresse. 

Lee. Satisfie? 
Th'entreatieB of your Mistresse? Satisfie? 
Let that suffice. I have trusted thee (^Camtllo') 
With all the necrest things to my heart, as well 
My Chamber- Counccls, wherein (Pncst-iike) thou 
Hast cjeans'd my Bosome- I, from thee departed zSo 
Thy Penitent reform'd; but we have been 
Deceiv'd in thy Integritie, decdv'd 
In that which leemes so. 

Cam. Be it forbid (my Lord.) 

Leo. To bide upon't: thou art not honest: or 
If thou inclin'st that way, thou art a Coward, 
Which hoxes ^ honestie behind, restrayning 
From Course requir'd, or else thou must be counted 
A Servant, grafted in my serious Trust, ' hamstrings 
And therein negligent: or else a Foole, 2^0 

Thatseesc a Game play'd home, the rich Stake drawne. 
And tak'st it aJl for jeast. 

Cam. My gracious Lord, 
I may be negligent, foolish, and fearefiill. 
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In every one of these, no man it free. 

But that his negligence, his folly, fearc. 

Among the infinite doings of the World, 

Sometime puts forth in your afiairea (my Lord.) 

If ever I were wiliult-negligcDt, 

It was my folly: if industriously 300 

I play'd the Foole, it was my negligence, 

Not weighing well the end: if ever rearefuU 

To doe a thing, where I the issue doubted. 

Whereof the execudon did cry out 

Against the non- performance, 'twas a feare 

Which oft infects the wisest: these (my Lord) 

Are such allow'd Infirmities, that honestie 

Is never tree of. But beseech your Grace 

Be plainer with me, lei me know my Trespas 

By it's owne visage; if I then deny it, 3 10 

'Tis none of mine. 

Lm. Ha' not you seene Camillof 
(But that's past doubt; you have, or your eyc-glasse 
la thicker then a Cuckolds Home) or hcardf 
(For to a Virion so apparant. Rumor 
Cannot be mute) or thought? (for Cogitation 
Resides not in that man, that do's not thinke) 
My Wift is slipperic? If thou wilt confesse. 
Or else be impudently negative. 
To have nor Eyes, nor Eares, nor Thought,.then say 
My Wife's a Holy-Horse, deserves a Name 311 

As ranke as any Flaz-Wench, that puts to 
Before her troth-plight: say't, and justily't. 

Cam. I would not be a sunder-by, to heare 
My Soveraigne Mialresse clouded ao, without 
My present vengeance taken: 'shrew my heart. 
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As deepe as that, though true. 

Leo. le whispering nothing? 330 

Is leaning Cheeke to Cheeke? is meating Noses? 
Kissing with in-side Lip? stopping the Cariere 
or Laughter, with a sigh? (a Note infellible 
or breaking Honestie) horsing foot on foot^ 
Skulking in comers? wishing Clocks more swiit? 
Houres, Minnies? Noone, Mid-nightf and all Eyes 
Blind with the Kn and Web,' but theirs; theirs onely. 
That would unseene be wicked^ Is this nothing? 
Why then the World, and all that's in't, is nothing. 
The covering Skie is nothing, Bohemia nothing, 340 
My Wife is nothing, nor Nothing have these Nothings, 
If this be nothing. 1 cataract 

Cam, Good my Lord, be cur'd 
Of this diseas'd Opinion, and betimes. 
For 'tis most dangerous. 

Leo Say it be, 'tis true. 

Cam No, no, my Lord. 

tea. I( is; you lye, you lye: 
I say thou lyest Camilla, and I hate thee. 
Pronounce thee a grosse Lowt, a mindlesse Slave, 350 
O' else a hovering Temporizer, that 
Canst with thine eyes at once see good and evill. 
Inclining to them both; were my Wives liver 
Infected (as her life) she would not live 
The running of one Glasse 

Cam. Who do's infect her/ 

Lea. Why he that weares her like her Medull, hanging 
About his neck (^Bohemia) who, if I 

331. CJiriVc'cBroer-lRowi. 357. ^tr/u//: medal-KowI. 
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Had ScrvanU true about mc, that bare eyei 

To see alike mine Honor, ai their Profits, 360 

(Their owne particular Thrifts) they would doc th»t 

Which should undoe more doing: I and thou 

His Cup-bearer, whom I from meaner forme 

Have Bench'd, and rcar'd to Worship, who may'st see 

Plainely, u Heaven seci Earth, and Earth aees Heaven, 

How I am gall'd, might'st be-spice » Cup, 

To give mine Enemy a lasting Wbke: 

Which Draught to me, were cordiall. 

Cam. Sir (my Lord) 
I could doe this, and that with no rash^ Potion, 370 
But with a lingring Dram, that should not worke 
Maliciously, like Poyson: But I cannot ^ quick 

Beleeve this Crack to be in my dread Mittresse 
(So soveraignely bang Honorable. ) 
I have lov'd thee, 

Leo Make that thy question, and goe rot: 
Do'st thinke I am so muddy, so unsetlcd. 
To appoint my ael& in this vexation? 
Sully the puritie and whitenesse of my Sheetes 
(Which to preserve, is Sleepe; which being spotted. 
Is Goades, Thornes. Nettles, Tayles of Waspes) 381 
Give scandall to the blood o'th'Prince, my Sonne, 
(Who I doe thinke is mine, and love as mine) 
Without ripe moving to't? Would I doe this? 
Could man so blench/ 

Cam. I must beleeve you (Sir) 
I doe, and will fetch oiF Bohemia for't: 
Provided, thai when hee's remov'd, your Highnesse 
Will take againe your Queene, as yours at first, 389 
Even for your Sonnes sake, and thereby for sealmg 

378-9. new I. It ThB purlty-THniBAUi. 
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The iDJtirie of Tongue$, in Courts and KingdomcG 
KnowDC, and ally'd to yours. 

Lee. Thou do'st adviae me. 
Even so as I mioe owne course have set downe; 
lie give no blemish to her Honor, none. 

Cam. My Lord, 
Goe then; and with a countenance as cleare 
As Friendship weares at Feasts, keepe with Bohemia, 
And with your Queene: I am his Cup-bearer, 
IF from me he have wholesome Beveridge, 400 

Account me not your Servant. 

Leo. This is allr 
Do't, and thou hast the one halfe of my heart; 
Do'c not, thou splitt'st thine owne. 

Cam. He do't, my Lord, 

Leo. Iwilscemefriendly,asthouhastadvis'dme. Exit 

Cam. O miserable Lady. But for me. 
What case stand I in? I must be the poysoner 
Of good Palixenes, and my ground to do't. 
Is the obedience to a Master; one, 410 

Who in Rebellion with himselfe, will have 
All that are his, so too. . To doe this deed. 
Promotion followes: If I could find example 
or thousand's that had struck anoynted Kings, 
And flourish'd after, Il'd not do't: But since 
Nor Brasse, nor Stone, nor Parchment beares not one, 
Let Villanie ic selfe forswear't. I must 
Forsake the Court: to do't, or no, is ccrtaine 
To me a breake-neck. Happy Starre raigne now. 
Here comes Bohemia. Enter Palixenes. 4Z0 

PeL This is strange: Me tliinkes 
My bvor here begins to warpc. Not speake? 
Good day Camilla. 

Cam. Hayle most Royall Sir. 
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Pal. Whit is the Newes i'th'Coun? 

Cam. None rare (ray Lord.) 

Pol. The King haih on him such a couatenince. 
As he had lost some Province, and a Region 
Lov'd, as he loves himselfe: even now I met him 
With customaiie complement, when hee 430 

Wafting 1 hb eyes to th' contrary, and &I)ing 
A Lippe of much contcrapl, spcedes from me, and 
So leaves me, to consider what is breeding. 
That changes thus his Manners. * turnmg 

Cam. I dare not know (my Lord.) 

PoL How, dare not? doenotf doe you know, and dare 
not? I 

Be intelligent to me, 'tia thereabouts: 
For to your selfe, what you doe know, you must. 
And cannot say, you dare not. Good Camilla, 
Your chang'd complexions are to me a Mirror, 440 
Which shewes me mine chang'd too: for I must be 
A pariie in this alteration, finding 
My selfe thus alter'd with't. 

Cam. There is a sickneuc 
Which puts some of us in distemper, but 
I cannot name the Disease, and it is caught 
Of you, that yet are well, 

Pol. How caught of mef 
Make me not sighted like the Basilisque, 
I have look'd on thousands, who have sped the better 
By my regard, but kill'd none so: Camilla, 4JI 

As you are ceriainely a Gentleman, thereto 
Clerke-like experienc'd, which no lesse adomes 
Our Gentry, then our Parents Noble Names, 
In whose successe ^ we are gentle; I beseech you. 
If you know ought which do's behove my knowledge. 
Thereof to be inform'd, imprison't not ^lutcfisiim 
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In ignorant concealement. , 

Ciim. 1 may not answere. 

Pel. A Sicknesse caught of me, and yet I well? 460 
I must be answcr'd, Do'st thou heare Camillo, 
I conjure thee, by all the parts of man. 
Which Honor do's acknowledge, whereof the least 
I9 not this Suit of mine, that thou declare 
What incidencie thou do'st ghesse of harme 
la creeping toward me; how ftire off, how neere, 
Which way to be prevented, if to be: 
If not, how best to beare it. 

Cam. Sir, I will tell you. 
Since I am charg'd in Honor, and by him 470 

That I thinke Honorable; therefore marke my counsaile. 
Which must be ev'n as swiftly followed, as 
I meane to utter it; or both your selfe, and me. 
Cry lost, and so good night. 

Pol, On, good Camilla. 

Cam. I am appointed him to murther you. 

Pel. By whom, Camilla^ 

Cam. By the King. 

Pel. For what? 479 

Cam. He thinkes, nay with all confidence he sweares. 
As he had seen't, or beene an Instrument 
To vice! you to't, that you have toucht his Queene 
Forbiddenly. l screw 

Pel. Oh then, my best blood turne 
To an infected Gelly, and my Name 
Be yoak'd with his, that did betray the Best: 
Tume then my freshest Reputation to 
A savour, that may strike the dullest Nosthrill 
Where I arrive, and my approch be shun'd. 
Nay hated too, worse then the great's! Intectioii 4.90 
That ere was heard, or read. 



I. a. 414-453] THE WINTERS TALE 

Cam. Sweare' his thought over * eutmes' 

By each psrticultr Starre in Heaven, and 
By all their InflucDccs; you may as well 
Forbid ihe Sea for 10 obey the Moone, 
As (or by Oath) remove, or (Counsaile) shake 
The Fabrick of his Folly, whose foundadon 
Is pyl'd upon his Faiih, and will condnue 
The siandmg of his Body. 

Pol. How should this grow? 500 

Cam. 1 fcnow not: but I am sure 'tis safer to 
Avoid what's growne, then question how 'tis borne. 
If therefore you dare trust my honesde. 
That lyes enclosed in this Trunke, which you 
Shall beare along impawnd, away to Night, 
Your Followers I will whisper to the Businessc, 
And will by twoea, and threes, a( severall Posternes, 
Cleare ihem o'th'Ciiie: For my selfc. He put 
My fortunes to your service (which are here 
By this discoverie lost.) Be not uncertaine, 510 

For by the honor of my Parents, I 
Have uttrcd Truth: which if you seeke to prove, 
I dare not stand by; nor shall you be safer. 
Then one condemnd by the Kings owne mouth: 
Thereon his Execution sworne. 

Pol. I doe bcleevc thee: 
I saw his heart in's face. Give me thy hand. 
Be Pilot to me, and thy places shall 
Still nnghbour mine. My Ships arc ready, and 
My people did expect my hence departure 510 

Two dayes agoe. This Jealousie 
Is for a predous Creature: as shee's rare. 
Must it be great; and, as his Person's mightie, 

514-15 new 1. »t HIi-Capuj.. ■ 519. arc ■r*-i-4F. 
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Must it be violent: and, as he do's concdve. 

He is disbonor'd by a mm, which ever 

Profess'd to him: why bis Revenges must 

In that be made more bitter. Peare ore-shades me: 

Good Expedition be my friend, and comfort 

The gracious Queene, part of his Theame; but nothing 

Ofhis ill-ta'ne suspition. Come Camilla, 530 

I will respect thee as a Father, if 

Thou bcar'st my life otf, hence: Lei us avoid. 

Cam. It is in mine aulhorilie <o command 
The Keyes of all the Posternes: Please your Highnesse 
To take the urgent hourc. Come Sir, away. Exeunt. 

Actus Secundus. Scena Prima. 

\_A room in Leontei' palacr."^ 

Enter Hermione, MamilRus, Ladies: Lemtes, 
Antigenus, Lords. 

Her. Take the Boy to you: he so troubles me, 
'Tis past enduring. 

\\^Ladj. Come (my gradous Lord) 
Shall I be your play-fellow? 

Mam. No, He none of you. 

\\.'\Ledy. Why (my sweet Lord?) 9 

Mam. You'lekissemehard, and speake tome, as if 
I were a Baby still. I love you better. 

2. Lady. And why so (my Lord?) 

Mam. Not for because 
Youf Browes are blacker (yet black-browes they say 
Become some Women best, so that there be not 
Too much haire there, but in a Cemicircle, 
Or a halfe-Moone, made with a Pen.) 

3-3, Lnxlci, Aittigtnui, LerJii IMC-Rowi. 
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z.Laiij. Who taught 'this? 

Mam. 1 learn'd it out of Womcns fecei: pray now. 
What colour are your eye-browes/" 20 

[1.] Lady, Blew (my Lord.) 

Mam. Nay,ih!it'sainock:Ihave teene a Ladies Nose 
That ha's beene blew, but not her eye-browes. 

[i.J Lady. Harkc yc. 
The Qucenc (your Mother) roundi space; wc shall 
Preaenl our services to a fine new Prince 
One of these dayes, and then youl'd wanton with us. 
If we would have you. 

z.Lady. She is spread of late 
Into a goodly Bulke (good time encounter her, ) 30 

Her. What wisdome stirs amongst you? Come Sir,now 
I am for you againe: 'Pray you sit by us. 
And tell's a Tale. 

Mam. Merry, or sad, shal't be? 

Her. As merry as you will. 

Mam. A sad Tale's best for Winter: 
I have one of Sprights.and Goblins. 

Her. Let's have that (good Sir.) 
Come-on, sit downe, come-on, and doe your b«st, 39 
To fright me with your Sprights: you're powrefull at it. 

Mam. There was a man. 

Her, Nay, come sit downe: then on. 

Mam. Dwelt by a Church-yard: I will reli it softly, 
Yond Crickets shall not heare it. 

Her. Come on then, and giv't me in mine care. 

^Ettter Letntes, viitb Antigonus, Lardi, and others.^ 
Leon. Was hee met there? his Traine? Camilb with 
him/" 
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[t.] Lord. Behind [he tuft of Knes I met them, never 
Saw I men scovvre so on their way: I eyed them 
Even to their Ships. ;o 

Lee. How blest am I 
In my juat Censure? in my true Opinion? 
Alack, for lesser knowledge, how accurs'd. 
In being so blest? There may be in the Cup 
A Spider steep'd, and one may drinkej depart. 
And yet pinake no venome: (for his knowledge 
la not infected) but if one present 
Th'abhor'd Ingredient to his eye, make knowne 
How he hath drunke, he cracks his gorge, his sides 59 
Withviolent Hefts;! I have drunkc, and seene the Spider. 
Camillo was his helpe in thi^, his Pandar: ^ beavings 
There is a Plot against my life, my Crowne; 
All's true that is mistrusted: that false Villaine, 
Whom I employ'd, was pre-employ'd by him: 
He ha's discover'd my Designe, and I 
Remaine a pinch'd Thing; yea, a very Trick 
For them to play at will: how came the Postemes 
So easily open? 

[1.] Lord. By his great authority. 
Which often hath no lease prevail' d, then so, 70 

On your command. 

Leo. I know't too well. 
Give me the Boy, I am glad yoL did not nurse him: 
Though he do's beare some signes of me, yet you 
Have too much blood in him. 

Her. What is this? Sport? 

Les. Bea^ the Boy hence, he shall not come about 
her I . 

Away with him, and let her sport her selfe 
With that shee's big-with, for 'tis Polixenis 
Hft's made thee swell thus. 80 
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Her, But Il'd say he had not; 
And He be tworne you would beleeve my saying. 
How e're you Icane to ih'Nay-wwd.i 1 denki 

Lto, Vou (my Lords) 
Jjooke on her, marke her well: be but about 
To say she is a goodly Lady, and 
The justice of your hearts will thereto adde 
'Tis pitty shee's not honest: Honorable; 
Prayse her but for this her withouc-dore- Forme, 89 
( Which on my faith deaerves high speech^ and straight 
The Shrug, the Hum, or Hi, (these Petiy-brands 
That Calumnie doth use; Oh, I am out. 
That Mercy do's, for Calumnie will feare 
Vertue it seife) these Shrugs, ihese Hum's, and Ha's, 
When you have said shee's goodly, come between*. 
Ere you can say shee's honest: But bc't knowne 
(From him that ha's most cause to grieve it should be) 
Shee's an Adultresse. 

Her. Should a Villaine say so, 
(The most replenished Villaine in the World) loo 
He were as much more Villaine : you (my Lord) 
Doe but mistake. ^ eonfederali 

Lee. You have mistooke (my lady) 
Palixeses for Leonles: O thou Thing, 
(Which He not call a Creature of thy place, 
Leasi Barbarisme (making me the precedent) 
Should a like Language use to all degrees. 
And mannerly disiinguishment leave out. 
Betwixt the Prince and Begger:) I have said 
Shee's an Adultresse, J have said with wjiom: no 
More; shee's a Traytor, and Camiilo is , 

A Federarie^ with her, and one that knowes 

S6. ,bc: *ii«-t.4F. 
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What she should shame to know her selfe. 
But with her most vild Principall: that shee's 
A Bed-swarver, even as bad as those 
That Vulgafs give bold'st Titles; I, and privy 
To this iheir late escape. 

Her. No (by my Kfe) 
Privy to none of this: how will this grieve you. 
When you shall come to clearer knowledge, that izo 
You thus have publish'd mef Gentle my Lord, 
You scarce can right me throughly, then, to say 
You did mistake. 

Lee, No: if I mistake 
In those Foundations which I build upon. 
The Centre is not bigge enough to beare 
A Schoole-Boyes Top. Away with her, to Prison: 
He who shall speake for her, is a 6rre-ofF guiltie. 
But that he speakes. 

Her. There's some ill Planet raignes; 1 30 

1 must be patient, till the Heavens looke 
With an aspect more favorable. Good my Lords, 
I am not prone 10 weeping (as our Sex 
Commonly are) the want of which vainc dew 
Perchance shall dry your pitties: but 1 have 
That honorable Griefe lodg'd here, which bumes 
Worse then Tearcsdrowne:' beseech you all (my Lords) 
With thoughts so qualified, as your Charities 
Shall best instruct you, measure me; and so 
The Kings will be perform'd. 140 

Leo. Shall I be heard? 

Her. Who is'i that goes \viih me? 'beseech your 
Hi|hi.e. I 
My Women may be with me, for you see 

115. iTOBriier.- »w«rv«r-*Rowi. 
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My plight require* it. Doe not weepe (good Foole5_J 

There is no cause: When yaa shall know your Mistris 

Ha's deserv'd Prison, then abound in Teares, 

As I come out; this Action I now goe on. 

Is for my better grace. Adieu (my Lord_^ 

I never wish'd to see you sorry, now 

1 trust I shall: my Women come, you have leave. 1 50 

LeB. Goe, doe our bidding: hence. 

[Exit Q^uien, guar did; with Ladies.] 

[i-JLeti/. Beseech your Highnesse call the Queenc 
again e. | 

Attlig. Be certaine what you do (Sir) least your Jus- 
tice |. 

Prove violence, in the which (hr« great ones suffer. 
Your Selle, your Queene, your Sonne. 

[1.] Lord. For her (my Lord) 
I dare my life lay downe, and will do't (Sir) 
Please you t' accept it, that the Queenc is spotlesse 
I'th'eyes of Heaven, and to you (I meane 
In this, which you accuse her.,/ t6o 

Antig^ If it prove 
Shee's otherwise. He keepe my Stables where 
I lodge my Wife, He goe in couples with her: 
Then when I feele, and see her, no farther trust her: 
For every ynch of Woman in the World, 
I, every dram of Womans flesh is false. 
If she be. 

Leo. Hold your peaces. 

[1.] Lord. Good my Lord. 169 

Antig. It is for you we speake, not for our selves: 
Vou are abus'd, and by some putter on,i ^ iniligaUr 
That will be damn'd for't: would I knew the Vityne, 
I would Land-damne him: be she honor-flaw'd, 
I have three daughters: the eldest is eieven; 
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The second, and the third, nine: and some five; 

If this prove true, ihcy'l pay for'c. By mine Honor 

He gcll'd em all; fourteene they shall not see 

To bring false generations -A they are co-heyrej. 

And I liad rather glib^ my telfe, then they ^chi/Jren 

Should not produce faire issue. '^gf^^ iSo 

Leo. Cease, no more: 
You smell this businesse with a sence as cold 
As is a dead-mans nose; but J do see't, and feel't. 
As you feele doing thus: and see withall 
The Instruments that feele. 

jinlig. If it be so. 
We neede no grave to burie honesty. 
There's not a graine of it, the face to sweeten 
Of the whole dungy-earth, 

tea. WhatJ lacke I credit? 190 

\\.'\Lord. Ihadratheryoudidlackethenl(myLord) 
Upon this ground: and more it would content me 
To have her Honor true, then your suspition 
Be blam'd for't how you might. 

Lfe. Why what neede we 
Commune with you of this? but rather follow 
Our forcefull instigation? Our prerogative 
Cals not your Counsailes, but our natural! goodnesie 
Imparts this: which, if you, or stupilied. 
Or seeming so, in skill, cannot, or will not 200 

Rellish a truth, like us: informe your selves, 
Wc neede no more of your advice; the matter. 
The losse, the gaine, the ord'ring on't. 
Is all properly ours* 

Antig. And I wish (my LJege) 
You had onely in your silent judgement tride it, 

203-5. ' "- ending all, LiCEC-THioBAiD. 
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Without more overture. 

Lto. How could that be? 
Either thou art most ignorant by age. 
Or thou wer't borne a foolc: Camilh' s flight ilo 

Added 10 their Familiarity 

(Which was as grosse, as ever touch'H conjecture. 
That lack'd sight onely, nought for approbation 
But onely seeing, all other circumstances 
Made up to'th deed) doth push-on this proceeding. 
Yel, for a greater confirmation 
(For in an Aete of this importance, 'twere 
Most pitteous to be wilde) I hane dispatch'd in post, 
To sacred Dtlpbos, to Appi/li'i Temple, 
Ckomines and Dion, whom you Itnow 220 

Of stuff' d-sufficiency : Now, from the Oracle 
They will bring all, whose spirituall counsaile had 
Shall stop, or spurre me. Have I done well/" 

[1.] Lord. Well done (my Lord.) 

Leo. Though I am satislide, and neede no more 
Then what I know, yet shall the Oracle 
Give rest to th'mindes of others; such as he 
Whose ignorant credulitie, will not 
Come up to th'truth. So have we thought it good 
From our free person, she should be continde, 230 
Least that the treachery of the two, fled hence. 
Be left her to performe. Come follow us. 
We are to speake in publique: for this businesse 
WUl raise us all. 

Antig. \AUde\ To laughter, as I take it. 
If the good truth, were knowne. Exeunt 

, and so tbroughout-^^AFELL. 
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Scena Secunda. 

Enter Paulina, a Gentleman [and Attendants^ , Gaoler, 
Emilia. I 

Paul. The Keeper of the prison, call to him: 
Lei hint have knowledge who lam. \Exit Gtnt.'\ Good 
Udy, I 

No Court in Europe is too good for ihce. 
What dost thou then in prison? [Re-enter Gentleman 
aitb the Gae/er.^ Now good Sir, | 
You know tne, do you not? 

Gao. For a worthy Lady, 
And one, who much I honour. 

Pau. Pray you then, 10 

Conduct me to the Queene. 

Gaa. I may not (Mtdam) 
To the contrary I have exprease commandment. 

Pan. Here's a-do, to locte up honesty & honour from 
Th'acccsse of gentle visitors. Is't lawfull pray you 
To see her Women? Any of ihem.' Emilia? 

Gaa. So please you (Madam) 
To put a-part these your attendants, I 
Shall bring Emilia forth. 

Pau. 1 pray now call her: 10 

With-draw your selves. 

[Exeunt Gentleman and Attendanti.'^ 

Gao. And Madam, 
I must be present at your Conference. 

Pau. Well: be't so: prethee. [Exit Gaoler.'\ 

Heere's such a-doe, to make no staine, a stabe. 
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As puses colouring. \Re-enter Gaoler taiib Emilia?^ 
Deare Gentlewoman, [ 
How fares our gtacious L^dy? 

Emil, As well as one so great, and so fbrlotue 
May hold togeiher: On her frights, and greefes 
(Which never tender Lady hath borne greater) 30 
She is, something berore her time, deliver'd. 

Pau. A boy? 

Emil. A daughter, and a goodly babe. 
Lusty, and like to live: the Queene receives 
Much comfort in't: Sayes, my poore prisoner, . 

Pau. 1 dare be aworne; 
These dangerom,unaafcLunesii'th' King, beshrewthem: 
He must be told on't, and he shall: (he otHce 
Becomes a woman best. lie take't upon me, 40 

If I prove hony-mouth'd, let my tongue blister. 
And never to my red-look' d Anger bee • mad freaks 
The Trumpet any more; pray you {Emili/i') 
Commend my best obedience to the Queene, 
If she dares trust me with her little babe, 
rie ahew't the King, and undertake to bee 
Her Advocate to th'lowd'st. We do not know 
How he may sorten at the sight o'th'Childe: 
The Mlence often of pure innocence 
Perswades, when speaking t^es. 50 

Emil. Most worthy Madam, 
your honor, and your goodnessc is so evident. 
That your free undertaking cannot misse 
A thriving yssue: there is no Lady living 
So meete for this great errand; please your Ladiship 
To viMt the next roome. He presenriy 

17. ilatiaui: KrBciouB-l-4F. 56. praarly: pT»eDt]y-l-4F, 
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Acquaint the Queene of your moat noble offer. 

Who, but to day hammered of this deugne. 

But durst not tempt a minuter of honour 

Least she should be deny'd. 60 

faul. Tell her {Emilia) 
lie use that tongue I have: If wit flow from't 
As boldnesse from my bosome, le't not be doubled 
1 shall do good, 

Emil. Now be you blest for it. 
lie to the Queene: please you come something neerer. 

Gao. Madam, if 't please the {^ueene to send the babe, 
I know not what 1 shall incurre, to passe it. 
Having no warrant, 

Pau. You ncede not feare it (sir) 70 

This Childe was prisoner to the wombe, and is 
By Law and processe of great Nature, thence 
Free'd, and enfranchis'd, not a partie to 
The anger of the King, nor guilty of 
(If any be) the trespasse of the Queene. 

Gag. I do beieeve it. 

Paul. Do not you feare: upon mine honor, I 
Will stand betwixt you, and danger. Exeunt 

Scitna Tertia. 

[A room in Lfonles' palace."] 



Lea. Nor night, nor day, no rest: It is but weaknesse 
To beare the matter thus: meere weaknesse, if 
The cause were not in being: part o'th cause. 
She, th'Adultresse: for the harlot-King 

1. PaxSna! out-Rowi. 
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Is quite beyond mine Arme, out of the blanke ^ 
And level! of my bndne: ploc-proofe: but shce, 
I can hooke to me: say that she were gone, lo 

Given to the fire, a moity of my rest 
Might come to me agajne. Whose there? 

[l.] Ser. My Lord, ^ iull' s-tyf of target 

Lea. How do's the boyf 

[i.] Ser. He tooke good rest to night: 'tis hop'd 
His sicknesse is discharg'd. 

Les. To see hb Noblenesse, 
Conceyving the dishonour of his Mother. 
He straight dcclin'd, droop'd, tooke it deeply, 
Fasten'd, and fix'd the shame on't in himselte: zo 
Thrcw-off his Spirit, his Appetite, his Sieepe, 
And down-right languish'd. Leave me solely: goe. 
See how he fiires; [Exit Serti.'^ Fie, fie, no thought 
of him, I 

The very thought of my Revenges that way 
Recoyle upon me: in himselfe too mightie. 
And in his parlies, his Alliance; Let him be, 
Untill a lime may serve. For present vengeance 
Take it on her; Camilh, and Polixenet 
Laugh at me: make their pastime at my sorrow: 
They should not laugh, if 1 could reach them, nor 50 
Shall she, within my powre. 

Enter Paulina \u)ilb a child'\. 

[i.] Lord. You must not enter. 

Paul. Nay rather (good my Lords) be second to me: 
Feare you his tyrannous passion more (alas) 
Then the Queencs life? A gracious innocent soule. 
More fi-ee, then he is jealous. 

i;-t6. new 1. at 'Tl* hoped-STCiiini (1793). 
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Antig. That's CDOQgh. 

[z.] Ser. Madam; he hath DOC slept to night, com- 
manded | 
None should come at him. 40 

Pau. Not so hot (good Sir) 
I come to bring him sleepe. 'Tis such as you 
That crcepe like shadowes by him, and do sighe 
At each his needlesse heavings: such as you 
Nourish the cause of his awaking. I 
Do come with words, as tnedicinall, as true; 
(Honest, as either;^ to purge him of thai humor. 
That presses him from sleepe. 

Lee. Who noyse there, hoeS- 

Pau. No noyse (my Lord) but needfull conference. 
About some Gossips for your Highnesse. 51 

Leo. How? 
Away with that audacious lady, j^ntigona!, 
I charg'd thee that she should not come about me, 
I knew she would. 

Aat. I told her so (my Lord) 
On your displeasures peril), and on mine. 
She should not visit you, 

Leti. What? canst not rule her? 

Paul. From all dishonestie he can: in this 60 

(Unlesse he take the course that you have done) 
Commit me, tor committing honor, trust it. 
He shall not rule me: 

Aitt. I*-you now, you heare, 
When she will take the raine, I let her run, 
Bui shee'l not stumble. 

Paul. Good my liege, I come: 
And I beseech you heare me, who professes 

49. IVbe: WbBt-l-4F. £8. prt/tiiii: profcia-lRowi. 
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My selfe your loyall Servant, your Physitian, 
Your moit obedient Counsaiior: yet that dares 70 

Lease appeare so, in comforting your Evilles, 
Then such as most seeme yours. I say, I come 
From your good Queene. 

Li». Good Qucene? 

Pau/. Good Queene (my Lord) good Queene, 
I say good Queene, 

And would by combaie, make her good so, were 1 
A man, the worst about you. 

Lee, Force her hence. 

Pau. Let him thai makes but trifles of his eyes 80 
First hand me: on mine owne accord, lie off. 
But first. He do my errand. The good Queene 
(For she is good) hath brought you forth a daughter, 
Heere 'tis: Commends it to your blessing, 

[Laying dotan the (bild^ 

Lto. Out: 
A mankindei Witch? Hence with her, out o'dorc: 
A most intelligencing^ bawd. ^nrnsculine 

Paul. Not bo: ^tarrying inielUgentt 

I am aa Ignorant in that, as you. 
In so entit'ling me: and no irsse honest go 

Then you are mad: which is enough. He V 
(As this world goes) to passe for honest; 

Leo. Traitors; 
Will you not push her out? Give her the Bastard, 
Thou dotard, thou art woman-tyr'd;* unroosted 
By thy dame Partkt heerc. Take up the Bastard, 
Take't up, I say: givc't to ihy Croane. ^benpifkei 

Paul. For ever 
[Jnvenerable be thy hands, if thou 

70. daritt dare-STlIviN! ( 1793). 

7J-6. g«>d Suau, I MjF gted S:uant! scpariEe I. -Port. 
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Tak'at up the Princeaae, by that forced bascnesse 100 
Which he ha's put upon't, 

Leo. He dreads hia Wife. 

Paul. So I would you did: then 'twere past all doubt 
Youl'd call your children, yours. 

Lea. A neat of Traitors. 

jfnl. I am none, by this good light. 

Paa. Nor Ir nor any 
But one that's hecre; and that's himselfe; for he, 
Th« (acred Honor of himselfe, his Qucenes, 109 

His hopefull Sonnes, his Babes, betrayes to SlaDder, 
Whose sting is sharper then the Swords; and will not 
(For as the case now stands, it is a Curse 
He cannot be compell'd too't) once remove 
The Root of his Opinion, which is rotten. 
As ever Oake, or Stone was sound. 

L(0. A Callatl ^jade 

Of boundlesse tongue, who late hach beat her HustKind, 
And now bayis me: This Brat is none of mine. 
It is the Issue of PoUxents. 

Hence with it, and together with the Dam, \zo 

Commit them to the lire. 

Paul. It is yours: 
And might we lay th'old Proverb to your charge, 
Sj like you, 'tis the worse. Behold (my Lords) 
Although the Print be little, the whole Matter 
And Coppy of the Father: (Eye, Nose, Lippe, 
The trick ot's Frowne, his Fore-head, nay, the Valley, 
The pretty dimples of his Chin, andCheeke; hisSmilesi 
The very Mold, and frame of Hand, Naylc, Fmger. ) 
And thou good Goddesse Nature, which hast made it 
So like to him that got it, if thou hast 131 

118. bii Smi/i.: Kpinte 1. -Globe. 
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The ordering of the Mind too, 'mongst all Colours 
No Yellow in't, least she auspect, as he do's. 
Her Children, not her Huibands. 

Lee. A grosie Ha^e: 
And Lozell,) thou an worthy to be hang'd, 
That wilt not stay her Tongue, ^ cauiarMy fellm 

Antig. Hang all the Husbands 
That cannot doe that Feat, you'le leave your sclfe 
Hardly one Subject. 140 

Lto. Once more take her hence. 

Paul. A most unworthy, and unnatunill Lord 
Can doe no more. 

Leu. He ha'thee burnt, 

Paa/. I care not: 
It is an Heretique that makes the lire. 
Not she which burnes in't. He not call you Tyrant: 
But this most cnicli usage of your Queenc 
(Not able to produce more accusation 
Then your owncweale-hindg'd Fancy) somlhing savors 
Of Tyrannie, and will ignoble make you, i;[ 

Yea, scandalous to the World. 

Lee. On your AlJegeance, 
Out of the Chamber with her. Were I a Tyrant, 
Where were her life? she durst not call me so. 
If she did know me one. Away with her. 

Pau/. I pray you doe not push me. He be gone. 
Looke toyour Babe (my Lord) 'tia yours: yevf send her 
A better guiding Spirit. What needs these hands.' 
You that are thus so lender o're hia Follyes, 160 

Will never doe him good, not one of you. 
So, so: Farewell, we arc gone. Exit. 

Lee. Thou (Traytor) hast set on thy Wife to thii. 
My Child? away with't? even thou, that hast 
A heart so tender o're it, take it hence. 
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And Bee it instantly conium'd with fire. 

Even thou, and none but thou. Tike it up striight: 

Within this houre bring mc word 'tia done, 

(And by good tcitimonie) or He seize thy life. 

With what thou else call'sl thine: if thou refiisc, 1 70 

And wilt encounter with my Wrath, say so; 

The Baatard-braynes with these my proper hands 

Shall I dash out. Goe, take it to the lire. 

For thou sett'st on thy Wife. 

jiatig. 1 did not. Sir: 
These Lords, my Noble FellowM. if they please. 
Can cleare me in't. 

Lords. We can; my Royall Liege, 
He is not guiltie' of her comming hither. 

Let. You're ly ere all. 180 

[i.J herd. Beseech your Highnesae, give ua better 
credit: { 

We have alwayes truly serv'd you, and beseech' 
So CO esteeme of us: and on our knees we begge, 
(As recompence of our deare services 
Past, and to come) that you doe change thi» purpose. 
Which being so horrible, so bloody, must 
Lead on to somr foule Issue. We all kneele. 

Leo. I am a Feather for each Wind that blows: 
Shall I live on, Co see this Bastard kneele. 
And call me Father? better burne it now, 190 

Then curse it then. But be it: Icc it live. 
It shall not neylher. You Sir, come you hither: 
You that have beene so tenderly officious 
With Lady Margerie, your Mid-wife there. 
To save this Bastards life; for 'tis a Bastard, 
So sure aa this Beard's gray. What will you adventure. 
To save this Brats life? 
iSa. hesach'! bHcech yon-Rowi. 
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/intig. Any thing (my Lord^ 
That my abilitie may undergoe. 
And Noblenesse impose: at least thus much; 100 

He pawne the little blood which I have left. 
To save the Innocent: any thing possible, 

Leo. It shall be possible: Sweare by this Sword 
Thou wilt perforroe my bidding. 

Anilg. I will (my Lord.) 

Leo. Markc, and pcrforme it: acest thou? for the fiije 
Of any point in't, shall not onely be 
Death to thy selfc, but to thy lewd-longu'd Wife, 
(Whom for this time we pardon^ We cnjoyne thee. 
As thou arc Liege-man to us, chat thou carry 210 

This female Bastard hence, and that thou beare it 
To some remote and desart place, quite out 
Of our Dominions; and ihaC there thou leave it 
(Without more mercy) to it owne protection. 
And favour of the Climate: as by strange fortune 
It came to us, I doe in Justice charge thee. 
On thy Soules perill, and thy Bodyea torture. 
That thou commend it strangely to some place. 
Where Chance may nurse, or end it: take it up. 219 

jintig. I sweare to doe this: though a present death 
Had beene more niercifiill. Come on (poorc Babe) 
Some powerful! Spirit instruct the Kytes and Ravens 
To be thy Nurses. Wolves and Bearea, they say, 
(Casting their savagenessc aside) have done 
Like offices of Piety. Sir, be prosperous 
In more then this deed do's require; and Blesung 
Against this Crueltic, fight on thy side 
(Poore Thing, condemn'd to losse.) Exil 

[with the child]. 

Leo. No: He not reare 
Anothcrs Issue. Enter a Servant. 230 
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Strv. Please 'your Highnesae, Poata 
From those you seni to ih'Oracle, are come 
An houre since; Cleominei and Dim, 
Being well arriv'd from Delphos, are both landed. 
Hasting to th'Court. 

[i,] Lord. So please you (Sir) their speed 
Hath beene beyond accompt. 

Lea. Twentie three dayet 
They have beene absent: 'tis good speed: tore-tells 
The great Apollo suddenly will have 240 

The truth of this appeare: Prepare you Lords, 
Summon a Seasioti, that we may arraigne 
Our most disloyall Lady: for as she hath 
Been publikely aecus'd, so shall she have 
A just and open Triall, While she lives, 
My heart will be a burthen to me. Leave me. 
And thbke upon my bidding. Exeunt. 

Actus Tertius. Scena Prima. 
[A sea-forl in Sidlia.'j 
Enter Cleomittei and Hion, 
Cleo. The Clymat's delicate, the Ayre most sweet. 
Fertile the Isle, the Temple much surpassing 
The common prayse it beares. 

Dion. I shall report. 
For most it caught me, the Cclestiall Habits, 
(Me thinkesl so should terme them) and the reverence 
Of the grave Wearers. O, the Sacrifice, 
How ceremonious, solemne, and un-earthly 10 

It was i'th'Oflring? 

Cleo. But of all, the burst 
And the eare-deafTning Voyce o'th'Oracle, 
19 
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Kin to Japes Thunder, so surpriz'd my Sence, 
That I wu nothing. 

Dh. If th'evem o'th'Joumey 
Prove a» aucceuefiiJI to the Queene (O bc'i so) 
Aa it hath beene to ua, rare, pleasant, speedie. 
The time is worth the use on't, 

CUt. Great ApelU lO 

Turae all to th'beai: these Proclamatiom, 
So farcing faults upon Htrmhni, 
1 little like. 

Dh. The violent carriage of it 
Will cleare, or cad the Businesse, when the Oracle 
(Thus by Apollo^! great Divine seal'd op) 
Shall the Contents discover: something rare 
Even then wili nish to knowledge. Goe: fresh Hoists, 
And gracious be ihe issue. Exiunt. 

Scaena Secuiida. 
\_J«.r,./J.„i„.-\ 

Enter Leantei, Lords, Officers: Hermiene {as tii her 
Triaii) Ladies: CUemines, Dion. 
Lea. ThisSessions (to our great griefe we pronounce) 
Even pushes 'gainst our heart. The partie try'd. 
The Daughter of a King, our Wife, and one 
Of us too much belov'd. Let us be clear'd 
Of being tyrannous, since we so openly 
Proceed in Justice, which shall have due course. 
Even to the Guilt, or the Purgation: lo 

Produce the Prisoner. 

Officer. It is his Highnease pleasure, that the Queene 
Appeare in person, here in Court. Silemi. 

1-3. Hirmitni ... DIen: ouI-RoWE. 
13. Siltttct! put in ipeech-Rowi. 
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[£»«r Hermhne guarded; Paulina and Ladiei 
a I tending. 'j 

Lee. Reade the Indictment. 

Officer. \Reads\ Hermione, Qaeene le the teertby 
Leonlei, King | of Sidlia, tboa art here accused and 
arraigned sf High Trea- | sun, in cammitting Adultery 
with Polixcnes King of Bohemia, | and conspiring with 
Q»m.\\\o to take away the Life of tur Sove- \ raigne Lord 
tbf King, thy Royall Husband: the pretence^ tcberiof ] 
being by circumstaneis partly layd open, tbeu {Her- 
mione)i-«ff- | trarytotbe Faith and Allegeanceofatrue • 
Subject, didst coun- | saile and ayde them, for their 
better safetie, tofiye away by \ Night. 23 

. Her. Since what I am to say, mnit be hat that 
Which contradicts my Accusation, and ^purpose 

The testimonie on my part, no other 
But what comes from my sclfc, it shall scarce booi^ me 
To aay. Not guiltie: mine Iniegiiiie 2 a^ail 

Being counted Falsehood, shall (as 1 expresse it) 
Be so receiv'd. But thus, if Powres Divine 30 

Behold our humane Actions (as they doe) 
I doubt not then, but Innocence shall make 
False Accusadon blush, and Tyrannie 
Tremble at Patience, Vou (my Lord_J beat know 
(Whom least will seeme to doe so) my past life 
Hath beene as contineni, as chaste, as true. 
As I am now unhappy; which is more 
Then Hiscorie can patteme, chough devis'd. 
And play'd, to take Spectators. For behold me, 
A Fellow of the Royall Bed, which owe 40 

A Moitie of the Throne: a great Kings Daughter, 
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The Mother to « hopefull Prince, here standing 

To prate «nd t»lkc for Life, and Honor, fore 

Who plcaie to come, and heare. For Life, 1 prize il 

A» I weigh Griefr (which I would spare:) For Honor, 

'Til a derivative from me to mine. 

And onely chat I stand for. I appeals 

To your owne Conscience (Sir) before Pelixeiies 

Came to your Court, how I was in your grace, 

Hov» merited to be so: Since he came, 50 

With what encounter bo uncuirant, I 

Have sirayn'd t'appearc thus; if one jot beyond 

The bound of Honor, or in act, or will 

That way enclining, hardned be the hearts 

Of all that heare me, and my neer'st of Kin 

Cry fie upon my Grave. 

Let' 1 ne're heard yet. 
That any of these bolder Vices wanted 
Lesse Impudence to gaine-say wtiat they did. 
Then to perlbnne it first. 60 

Her. That'a true enough. 
Though 'tis a saying (Sir) not due to me. 

Lee. You will not owne it. 

Her. More then Mistresse of. 
Which comei to me in name of Fault, I must not 
At all acknowledge. For Pslixenei 
(With whom I am accus'd) I doe confesse 
I lov'd him, as in Honor he requir'd: 
With such a kind of Love, as might become 
A Lady like me; with a Love, even such, 70 

So, and no other, as your selfe commanded: 
Which, not to have done, I thinke had been in me 
Both Disobedience, and Ingratitude 
Toyou, and toward your Friend, whose Lovehad spoke, 
Even gince it could speake, from an Infant, freely. 



THE WINTERS TALE [111. ii. 71-103 

That it was youra. Now for Conspiracie, 

I know not how it lattCB, though it b« dith'd 

For me to try how; All I know of it. 

Is, that Camilla wis on honest man; 

And why he left your Court, the Gods themselves 80 

(Wotting no mote then I) are ignorant. 

i«. You knew of hia departure, as you know 
What you have underta'ne to'doc in's absence. 

Htr. Sir, 
You speake a Language ih«t I understand not: 
My Life stands in the levell of your Dreames, 
Which lie lay downe. 

Lie, Your Actions are my Dreames, 
You had a Bastard by Polixencs, 
And I but dream'd it: As you were past all shame, 90 
(Those of your Fact' are so) so past all truth; 
Which to deny, concernes more then availes: for is 
TTiy Brat hath been east out, like to it selfc, '^guilt 
No Father owning it (which is indeed 
More criminal] in thee, then it) so thou 
Shalt feele our Justice; in whose easiest passage, 
Looke for no lesse then death. 

Htr. Sir, spare your Threats: 
The Bugge which you would fright tne with, I seeke: 
To mc can Life be no commoditie; 100 

The crowne and comfort of my Life (your Favor) 
■ \ doe give lost, for 1 doe feele it gone. 
But know not how it went. My second Joy, 
And first Fruits of my body, from his presence 
I am bar'd, like one infectious. My third comfort 
(Star'd most unluckily) is from my breast 
(The innocent milke in it most innocent mouth) 
Hal'd out to muriher. My selfc on every Post 
Proclaym'd a Strumpet: With immodest hatred 

43 
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The Child-bed priviledge deny'd, which tongs no 

To Women of all fashion. Lastly, hurried 

Here, to this place, i'th'open ayre, before 

I have got atrength of limit. Now (my LJege) 

Tell me what blessings 1 have here alire. 

That I should feare to die? Therefore proceed: 

But yet heare this: mistake me not: no Life, 

(I prize it not a straw) but for mine Honor, 

Which I would free: if I shall be condcmn'd 

Upon surmizes (all proofca sleeping else. 

But what your Jealousies awake) I tell you izo 

*Tia Rigor, and not Law. Your Honors all, 

I doc refrrre me to the Oracle; 

Apulia be my Judge, 

[1.] Lord. This your request 
Is altogether just: therefore bring forth 
(And in Aptllo'i Name) his Oracle, 

lExM ,,ri.ln Ofi«„.-\ 

Her. The Emperor of Russia wm my Father. 
Oh that he were alive, and here beholding 
His Daughters Tryall: that he did but see 
The flatnesse' of my miserie; yet with eyes 130 

Of Fitly, not Revenge. 1 compUteneu 

[Re-tnur Officeri, aiitb Cltomenei and Z>«w,] 
O^f/r. You here ahal swcare upon this Sword of Justice, 
That you ( Cleamines and Dion) have 
Been both at Delphos, and from thence have brought 
This seal'd-up Oracle, by the Hand deliver'd 
Of great Apollo's Priest; and that since then. 
You have not dar'd to breake the holy Scale, 
Nor read the Secrets in't. 

Cleo Die. All this we sweare. 

Leo. Breake up the Seales, and read. 140 
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Officer. \Reads\ Hermione is cbaii, Polixene* bUme- 
lesst, Camfllo | a true Subject, Leonies a jealous Ty- 
rant, his innocent Babe \ truly begalten, and the King 
shall live aiiboat an Heire, if that \ tvbicb is Ust, ie 
ntt feund. \ 

Lords. Now ■bies»ed be the great Apelk. 

Her. Pray Bed. 

Lea. Hast thou read truth? 

Offic. I (my Lord) even so at it is here aet downe. 

Leo. There is no truth at all i'th'Oracle: 
The Sessions shall proceed: this is meere &lsehood. 150 

[Enter Servant.'] 

Ser. My Lord the King: the King? 

Leo. What is the businesse? 

Ser. O Sir, I shall be hated to report it. 
The Prince your Sonne, with meere concdt, and feare 
Of" the Quccnes speed, '^ is gone. ^fortune 

Lee. How? gone? 

Ser. Is dead. 

Leo. Apollo's angry, and the Heavens themselves 
Doe st^ke at my Injustice. [Hermione svioons.'] How 
now there? | 

PavL This newes is mortal! to the Queene: Look 
downe I 160 

And see what Death is doing. 

Leo. Take her hence: 
Her heart is but o're-charg'd: she will recover. 
I have too much beleev'd mine owne suspition: 
'Beseech you tenderly apply to her 
Some remedies for life. [Exeunt Paulina and Ladies, 
with Hermione.] Apollo pardon ] 

'S9-' 
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My great prophancneue 'gainat thine Oracle, 

lie reconcile mc lo PsUxencs, 

New woe my Queene, recill the good Camilla 

(Whom Iprocltime a man of Truth, of Mercy:) 170 

For being transported by my Jealousies 

To bloody thoughts, and to revenge, I choK 

Camiile for (he minister, to poyson 

My friend PoHxinci: which had been done. 

But that the good mind of Camillo cardied 

My swift command; though I with Death, and with 

Reward, did threaten and encourage him. 

Not doing it, and being done: he (most humane. 

And fill'd with Honor) to my Kingly Guest 

Unclaip'd my practise, quit his fortunes here iSo 

(Which you knew great) and to the hazard 

Of all Incertaindes, himselfe commended. 

No richer then his Honor: How he glisters 

Through my Rust? and how his Retie 

Do'b my deeds make the blacker? 

\Ri-enter Paulina.'\ 
Paul. Woe the while: 
O cut my Lace, least my heart (cracking it) 
Breake too. 

\\.']LQrd. What fit is this? good Lady? 189 

Paul. What studied torments (Tyrant) hastfor.me? 
What Wheeles? Racks? Fires? What flaying? boyling? 
In Leads, or Oyies? What old, or newer Torture 
Must I receive? whose every word deserves 
To ustc of thy moat wont. Thy Tyranny 
(Together working with thy Jealousies, 
Fancies too weake for Boyes, too greene and idle 

169. ui«; woa-4F. 184. TWiigiv Thoroujh-MALDHi. 
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Thy by-gone fooleries were but spices of it. 

Thai thou bcCrayed'st Polixenej, 'twaj nothing, 200 

(That did but shew chcc, of a Foolc, inconstant. 

And damnable ingratefUlI:) Nor was't much. 

Thou would'st have poyson'd good Camills'i Honor, 

To have him kill a King: poore Trespasses, 

More monstrous standing by: whereof I reckon 

The casting forth to Crowes, thy Baby -daughter. 

To be or none, or Uitle; though a Devill 

Would have shed water out of fire, ere don't: 

Nor is't directly layd to thee, the death 

or the young Prince, whose honorable thoughts zio 

(Thoughts high for one so tender) cleft the heart 

That could conceive a grosse and foolish Sire 

Blemish'd his gracious Dam: this is not, no, 

Layd to thy answere: but the last: O Lords, 

When I have said, cry woe: the Queene, the Queene, 

The sweet' St. deer' st creature's dead: k, vengeance for't 

Not drop'd downe yet. 

[i.] Lord. The higher powres forbid. 

Pat. I say she'sdead: Ileswear't. Ifword, nor oath 
Prevaile not, go and see: if you can bring 210 

Tincture, or lustre in her lip, her eye 
Heate outwardly, or breath within. He serve you 
As I would do the Gods. But, O thou Tyrant, 
Do not repent these things, for they are heavier 
Then all thy woes can stirre: therdbrc betake thee 
To nothing but dispaire. A thousand knees. 
Ten thousand yeares together, naked, fasting, 
Upon a barren Mountaine, and still Winter 
In atornie perpehwll, could not move the Gods 
To looke that way thou wer't. 250 



III. ii. 11 5-2+4] THE WINTERS TALE 

Let. Go on, go on: 
Thou cinsl not apeake too much, I have deserv'd 
AH longucs to tallcc their bittreat. 

[i.] Lord. Say no more; 
How ere the butinesse goe>, you have made fault 
I'th boldneise of your speech. 

Pau. I am sorry for't; 
All 6ult» I make, when I shall come to know them, 
I do repent: Ala«, I have ahew'd loo much 
The rashnesse of a woman: he is toucht 140 

To th' Noble heart. What's gone, and what's past helpc 
Should be past greefe; Do not receive affliction 
Al my petition; I beseech you, rather 
Let me be punish'd, that have minded you 
Of what you should forget. Now (good my Liege) 
Sir, Royall Sir, forgive a foolish woman: 
The love I bore your Queene (Lo, foole againe) 
I!e speakc of her no more, nor of your Children; 
He not remember' you of my owne Lord, 1 remind 
(Who is lost too:) take your patience to you, z;o 
And lie say nothing. 

Leo. Thou didst speake but well. 
When most the troth: which 1 receyve much better. 
Then to be pitticd of thee. Prethee bring me 
To the dead bodies of my Queene, and Sonne, 
One grave shall be for both: Upon them shall 
The causes of their death appeare (unto 
Our shame perpetuall) once a day. He visit 
The Chappell where they lye, and teares shed there 
Shall be my Recreation. So long as Nature z6o 

Will beare up with this exercise, so long 
I dayly vow to use it. Come, and Icade me 
To these sorrowes. Bxeusi 

16]. To: Unto-lDvcl. 



THE WINTERS TALE [III. 



\_Bebemta. A destrt country mar the sea,"] 

Enter Antigonus, a Marriner, Babe, Sbeepe- 
beard, and Clowne. 

Ant. Thouartperfeet' then, ourship hath toucht upon 
The Desaris of Bohemia. ' sure 

Mar. I (tny Lord) and feare 
We have Landed in ill time: the sWcs lookc grimly. 
And threaten present blusters. In my conscience 
The heavens with that vve have in hand, are angry. 
And Irowne upon's. lo 

Ant. Their sacred wil's be done: go get a-boord, 
Looke to thy barhe. He not be long before 
I call upon thee. 

Mar. Make your best haste, and go not 
Too-farre i'th Land: 'tis like to be lowd weather. 
Besides this place is famous for the Creatures 
Of prey, that keepe upon't. 

Antig. Go thou away, 
He follow instantly. 

Mar. I am glad at heart zo 

To be so ridde o'th businesse. Exit 

Ant. Come, poor* babe; 
I have heard (but not bcleev'd) the Spirits o'th'dead 
May walke againe : if such thing be, thy Mother 
Appear'd to me last night: for ne're was dreame 
So like a waking. To me comes a creature. 
Sometimes her he:id on one side, some another, 
I never saw a vessell of like sorrow 
So fill'd, and so becomming: in pure white Robes 

l-J. ShapthiarJ .. Clollint: out-Rowi. 
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like very sanctity she did approach 30 

My Cabine where 1 lay: thrice bow'd before me. 

And (gasping to begin some speech) her eyes 

Became two spouts j the tiirie spent, anon 

Did this brcake from her. Good Antigenm, 

Since Fate (against thy better disposition) 

Haih made thy person for the Thower-out 

Of my poore babe, according to thine oath. 

Places remote enough are in Bohemia, 

There weepe, and leave it crying; and for the babe 

Is counted lost for ever, Ptrdita +0 

I prethce call'c: For this ungentle businessc 

Put on thee, by my Lord, thou ne're shalt see 

Thy Wife Paulina more: and so, with shriekes 

She melted into Ayre. Affrighted much, 

I did in time collect my selfe, and thought 

This was so, and no slumber: Dreames, are toyes. 

Yet for this once, yea stiperstitiously, 

I will be squar'di by this. I do beleeve ^raid 

Hermiene hath suffer' d death, and that 

Apollo would (this being indeede the issue 50 

Of King Polixenii) it should hcere be laidc 

(Either for life, or death) upon the earth 

Of it's right Father. Blossome, speed thee well. 

There lye, and there thy charracter: there these. 

Which may if Fortune please, both breed thee (pretty) 

And still rest thine. The storme beginnes, poore wretch, 

That for thy mothers fault, art thus expos'd 

To losse, and what may follow. Weepe I cannot. 

But my heart bleedes: and most accurst am I 

To be by oath enjoyn'd to this. Farewell, 60 

The day frownes more and more: thou'rt like to have 

]6. TbiwtT-iaii! thrawer.oul-i-4F. 
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A lullabie too rough: I never iiw 

The heaveni (o dim, by day. A MVkge clamor? 

Well may I get a-boord: This is the Chace, 

I am gone for ever. Exit pursued ij a Beare. 

[Enter a Shepherd.'] 
Shep. I would there were no age betweene ten and 
three and twenty, or that youth would sleep out the rest; 
for there is nothing (in the betweene) but getting wen- 
che* with childe, wronging the Auncientry, stealing, 
fighting, hearke you now : would any but these boylde- 
braines of nineteene, and two and twenty hunt this wea- 
ther? They have scarr'd away two of my best Sheepe, 
which I fcare the Wolfe will sooner finde then the Mai- 
mer; if any where I have them, 'tis by the sea-side, brou- 
zing of Ivy. Good-luckc (and't be thy will) what have 
we heere? Mercy on's, a Barne?' A very pretty bamej A 
boy, or a Childe* I wonder? (A pretty one, a verie prettie 
one) sure some Scape; Though I am not bookish, yet I 
can reade Waiting- Gen tie woman in the scape: this has 
beene some staire-worke, somcTrunke-worke, somebe- 
hinde-doore worke: they were warmer that got this, 
then the poore Thing is heere. lie take it up for [Mty, 
yet I He tarry till my sonne come: he hallow'd but even 
now. I Wh(»-ho-hoa. ^ ehiJd ^ girl 84 

Eater Clemne. 

Cl>. Hilloa.loa. 

Shep. What? art so neere? If thou'lt see a thing to 
taike on, when thou art dead and rotten, come hither: 
what ayl'st thou, man? 89 

Cla. I have scene two such sights, by Sea & by Land; 

75. anfu aa't-Pon. 
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but I am not 10 ay it i« a Sea, for ii ia now the skje, be- 
twixt the Firtnament and it, you cannot thrust a bodkins 

Shep. Why boy, how is itf 94 

C/b. I would you did but see how it chafes, how it 
ra- I gcs, how it takes up theshore, but that's not to the 
point: I Oh, the most pittcous cry of the poore soules, 
sometimet | to see 'em, and not 10 see 'em: Now the 
Shippe boaring | the Moone with her maine Mast, and 
anon swallowed j with yest and troth, as you'ld thrust 
a Corlce into a hogs- | head. And then for the Land- 
service, to see how the | Beare tore out hb shouider- 
bone, how he cride to mee | for heipe, and said his name 
was Antigenus, a Nobleman: | But to make an end of 
the Ship, to see how the Sea flap- | dragou'd* it; but 
first, how the poore soules roared, and [ the sea mock'il 
them: and how the poore Gentleman roa- I red, and the 
Beare mock'd him, both roaring lowdcr | then the sea, 
or weather. | ' stealloteid 

Sbep. Name of mercy, when was this boy? 109 

Cl». Now, now : I have not wink'd since I saw these 
sights: the men are not yet cold under water, nor the 
Beare halfe din'd on the Gentlemtn: he's at it now. 

Shtp. Would I had bin by, to have help'd the olde 
man. ^ (bristening 

Clo, I would you had beenc by the ship side, to have 
help'dher; there yourcharity would have lack'dfboting. 

Sbep. Heavy matters, heavy matters: but looke thee 
heereboy. Now blesseihyselfe: thou met' st with things 
dying, I with things new borne. Here's a sight for thee: 
Looke thee, a bearing^-cloath for a Squires childe: looke 
thee heere, take up, uke up (Boy:) open 't: so, let's see, 
it I was told me I should be rich by the Fairies. This 
b some Changeling; open't: what's within, boy? 113 
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Ck. You're a mad aide man: If the Bmnes of your 
youth are forgiven you, you're well to live. Golde, all 
Gold. 

Sbep. This isFaiery Gold boy, and 'twill prove »o: up 
with't, kecpeit close; home, home, the mxt^ way. We 
are luckie (boy) and to bee so still requires nothing but 
secrecie. Let my sheepego: Come (good boy) the next 
way home. i iteareil 131 

C/«. Go you the next way with your Findings, He go 
see If the Beare bee gone from the Gentleman, and how 
much he hath eaten: they are never curst^ but when they 
are hungry: if there be any of him left. He bury it, 

Sbep. Thst's » good deed: if thoumayest diseerne by 
that which is left of him, what he is, fetch metolh'sight 
ofhim. ^fitrce 

Cloant. 'Marry will 1: and you shall helpe toput him 
i'th'ground. 140 

Sbep. 'Tis a lucky day, boy, and wee'l do good deeds 
on't Exeunt 

Actus Quarius. Scena Prima. 
Enter Time, the Charui. 
Time. I that please some, try all : both joy and terror 
Of good, and bad: that makes, and unfolds error. 
Now take upon me (in the name ofTime) 
To use my wings: Impute it not. a crime 
To me, or my swift passage, that I slide 
Ore sixteene yeeres, and leave the growth untride 
Of that wide gap, since it is in my powre 
To orethrow Law, and in one selfe-bome howre 10 
To plant, and ore-whelme Cusiome. Lei me passe 
The same I am, ere ancient's! Order w». 
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Or what is now recdv'd. I wicnesse to 

The tiino that brought them in, to shall I do 

To th'srcshcit things now reigning, and make stole 

The glistering of this present, ■> my Tale 

Now seemes to it: your patience this allowiDg, 

I tume my glotse, ind give my Scene such growing 

As you had slept bctweenc: Leontes leaving 

Th'effects of hia fond jcalouwes, so greeving lo 

That he ahuii up himselfe. Imagine me 

(Gentle Spectators) that 1 now may be 

In &ire Bohemia, and remember welt, 

1 mentioned a sonne o'th'Kings, which FUriztll 

I now name to you: and with speed so pace 

To speike of BtrdiU, now growne in grace 

Equall with wond'ring. What of her insties 

I list not prophesie: bat let Times newea 

Be knowne when 'tis brought forth. A shepherds daugh- 

"'I 

And what to her adheres, which foUowes sfter, jo 

Is th'argumenti of Time: of this allow, 1 thimt 

If ever you have spent lime worse, ere now: 

If never, yet that Time himselfe doth say. 

He wishes earnestly, you never may. Exit. 

Scena Secunda. 
\_Babemia. Tht paUct ef P«Uxenes.'\ 
Enter Polixenes, and Camilh. 
Pel. I pray thee (good Camilla') be no more importu- 
nate: 'tis a sicknesse denying thee any thing: a death to 
grant this. 

Cam. It is fifteene yceres since I saw my Countrey: 
15. ir«^».' frsmhsit-2-4F. 
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tboogh I have (for the most part) bin ayred abroad, I de- 
ure to lay my bones there. Besides, the penitent King 
(my Master) hath sent for me, to whose feeling aoirowes 
I might be some allay, or I orewcene to thinlie so) which 
is another spurre to my deputure. 1 1 

P»/. As thou lov'at me { Camillo) wipe not out the 
rest I of thy services, by leaving me now: the neede I 
have of | thee, thine owne goodnesse hath made: better 
not to I have had thee, then thus to want thee, thou 
havingmade | mcBusinesses,(whichnone(withouIthee) 
can suffici- | ently manage) must either stay to execute 
them thy selfe, | or take away with ihee the very ser- 
vices [hou hast done; I which if I have not enough con- 
sidered f'aa too much I | cannot) to bee more tharkefull 
to thee, shall bee my atu- | die, and myprofite therein, 
the heaping friendshippcs. | Of that faiall Counlrey Si- 
cillia, prethee speake no marc, | whose very naming, 
punnishes me with the remembrance | of that penitent 
(as thou calsi him) and reconciled King ] my brother, 
whose losse of his most precious Queene & | Children, 
are even now to be a-fresh lamented. Say to [ me, 
when saw'st thou the Prince Flarixell my son? Kings | 
arenolesseunhappy, their issue, not being gracious, then 
they are in loosing them, when they have approved their 
Vermes. 30 

Cars. Sir, it is three dayessincel saw the Prince: what 
his happier aii^yres may be, are to me unknowne: but I 
have (missingly) noted, he is of late much retyred from 
Court, and is lesse frequent to his Princely exercises then 
formerly he hath appeared. 

Pel. I have considered so much f'CiJw///o) and with 

some care, so farrc, that I have eyes under my service, 

which looke upon his removednesse: from whom I have 

this Intelligence, that he is seldome irom the house of a 

Si 
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moK homely ihephesrd: ■ man (they say) that Bomvaj 
nothing, and beyond ihe ima^Dation of his ndghbon, 
is growDC into an unspeakable estate. 41 

Cam. 1 have heard (bit) of such a mao, who hathi 
daughter of most rare note: the report of her is extended 
more, then can be thought to begin from such a cottigc 

Pa/. That's likewise part of my Intelligence: but (I 
feare) the Angle that plnckes our sonne thither. Thou 
shall accompany ua to the place, where wc will (not ap- 
pearing what we are) have same question^ with theshqv 
heard; from whose simplicity, I diinkc it not uneasie to 
get the cause of my son nes resort thether. 'Prethebemy 
present partner in thisbusines, and lay aside the thoughts 
ofSicillia. 1 tali 53 

Cam. I willingly obey your command. 

PeJ. My best Camilla, we must disguise our selves. 
Exit\ 

Scena Tertia. 

[J raad mar the SbepberJ's cottage^ 

Enttr Autolicus singing. 

Wbtn Daffadih begin le feere. 
With biigh tbe Doxy over ibe dale, 
Wby then cames in tbe staeet a' tbe yeere. 
For tbe red htaad raigits in the winteri fall. 

Tb* white sbeete bhaebing »n the hedge. 
With hey tbe sweet birds, O heto tbey sing: 
Detb let my fugging toolb an edge, * ibieviag 
For a quart af j^k is a dish far a King. 10 
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Tht Larkt, that tirra-Lyra tbaunis, 
Ifiih beigb, the Thrush and the Jay: 
Are Summer stngsfor me and my Aunts^ 
ffhi/e tee lye tumbling in the bay. ' 

I have serv' d Prince Fhrixell, and in my time wore three 
pile,^ but now I am out of service. * velvet 

But shall I gc m»urnefor that {_my deere) 

the pale Meene shines by night: 
And tahen I tnander here, and there 

I then da most ga right. 20 

If Tinkers may have leave « live, 

and beare the Sato-skin Btuigel, 
Then my aeeaunt I viell may give, 

and in the Stotkei avoucb-it. 

My Traflicke is sheetes: when the Kite builds, looke to 
lesser Linnen. My Fithernam'd me Atttelitus, who be- 
ing (a» I am) lylter'd under Mercuric, was likewise a 
snapper-up of unconsidered trifles: With Dye and drab, 
I purchas'd this Caparison, and my Revennew is the silly 
Cheate. Gallowes, and Knocke, are too powerfiill on 
the Highway. Beating and hanging are terrors to mee: 
For the life to come, I sleepe out the thought of it. A 
prize, a prize. 33 

Enter Clatene. 
Cle. Let me see, every Leaven -weather toddes,' every 
tod* yeeldes pound and odde shilling: fifteene hundred 
shome, what comes the wooll too? 

3 yields a tod * 28 lbs. afwod 
with 
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Aul. \_Aiide\ If the tprindge hold, the Cockc't 
mine. I 38 

Ck. I cuinoc do'twithoui Compters. Letmeesec, 
what am 1 to buy for our Sheepe- shea ring- Feast? Thm 
pound of Sugar, five pound of Cuixence, Rice: Whtt 
will this sister of mine do with Rice? But my father hath 
made her Mistrig of the PeasC, and «he layes it on. Sbee 
hath made-me four and twenty Nose-gaycs for the shea- 
rers (three-man song-men, all, and very good ones) but 
they are most of them Meanes'^and Bases; but one Puri- 
tan amongst them, and he sings Psalmes to home-[Hpes, 
1 must have Saffron to colour the Warden^ Pies, Macf ; 
Dates, none: that's out of my note: Nutmeggcs, seven j 
a Race or two of Ginger, but that I may begge: Foure 
pound of Prewyns, and as many of Reysons o'th Son. 

Aul. Oh, that ever I was borne, ' itnen ji 
grovelling on the ground^ 

Cla. I'th'namc ofme. ^ iaking-petri 

A*t. Oh helpe me, belpe mee: plucke but off (bete 
ragges; and then, death, death. 

Clo. Alackc poore soule, thou baai need of more rtgi 
to lay on thee, rather then have these off. 

Aut. Oh sir, the loathsomnesse of them offend mee, 
more then the stripes I have received, which are mighde 
ones and millions. 60 

Clo. Alaa poore man, a million of beating may come 
to a great matter. 

Aul. I am rob'dsir, and beaten: my money, andap- 
parrell tane from me, and these detestable things put up- 
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CU. What, by a horse-man, or a foot-man? 

Aut, A footman (sweet sir) a footman. 

Cle. Indeed, he should be a footman, by the garments 
he has left with thee : If this bee a horsemam Coate, it 
iiath seene very hot service. Lend me thy hand. He h?lpe 
thee. Come, lend me thy hand. 7 ■ 

jiut. Oh good air, tenderly, oh. 

C/b. Alas poore soule. 

jfut. Oh good ur, sofily, good sir: I feare (sir) my 
shoulder-blade is out. 

CA. How now? CansI stand? 

jiut. [Pitiiag bis pBckii\ Softly, deere sir: good sir, 
softly: you ha done j me a charitable office. 

Cle. Doest lackeany mony? I have a httle mony for 
thee. So 

Am. No, good aweet sir: no, I beseech you sir; Ihave 
a Kinsman not past three quarters of a mile hence, unto 
whome I was going: I shall there have money, or anie 
thing I want: Offer me no money I pray you, that kiUes 
my heart. 

Cletii. What manner of Fellow was hee that robb'd 
you? ' Frenth game 

Aut. A fellow (sir) chat I have knownc to goc about ■ 
with TroU-my-dames:' I knew him once a servant of the 
Prince; I cannot tell good sir, for which of his Ver- 
tuea it was, but hee was certainely Whipt out of the 
Court. ^sojourn 91 , 

Ch. His vices you would say: there's no vertuewhipt 
out of the Court: they cherish it to make it stay there; 
and yet it will no more but abide. ^ ^puppet-shew 

Awl. VicesI wouldsay (Sir.) I know this man well, 
he hath bene since an Ape-bearer, then a Processc-scrver 
(a Bayliffe) then heecompast a Motion^ of the Prodigall 
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sonne, and mairied b Tinkere wife, within ■ Mile where 
my I^nd and Living lyes; and (hiving flowne over ma- 
ny buviah protessiom) he seiledonely in Rogue: some 
call him Autaliiui. 101 

Ch. Out upon him; Prig,' for my life Prig: he haunts 
Wates, Faires, and Beare-baitings. 1 thitf 

Aut. Very true air: he sir hee: that's the Rogue that 
put me into this apparrcll. 

Clo. Not a more cowardly Rogue in i[\ Bebtmia; \i 
you had but look'd bigge, and spit at him, hee'ld have 

Aut. ImuBtconicsscto you (sir) lam no fighter; iam 
false of heart that way, & that he knew I warrani him. 

CIb. How do you now? iiz 

Aut. Sweet sir, much better then I was: I can stand, 
and waike: 1 will even take my leave of you, & pace soft- 
ly towards my Kinsmans. 

Ch. Shall I bring thee on the way? 

Aut. No, good fac'd sir, no sweet sir. 

Clo. Then Artheewcll, I must go buy Spices for our 
sheepe-shearing. Exit. 1 19 

Aut. Prosper you aweet sir. Your purse is not hote- 
nough to purchase your Spice; lie be with you at your 
sheepe-shearing too: If J make not this Cheat bring out 
another, and the sheerers prove sheepe, let mc be unrold, 
and my name put in the booke of Vertue. 

Song. Jog-en, Jog-on, the fool-paibway. 

And merrily brnt^ the Stile-a: ^(lear 

A merry heart goes all the day. 

Tour ittd tyres in a Mile-a. Exit. 
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Scena Quarta, 
[The SbtfberJ'i tatlage.'] 

Enter Fhrizell, Ptrdita, Shepherd, Clttwne, Pelixenes, 

Ca- I millii, Mtpsa, Doreas, Servaitis, AutoUtus. 

Fit. These your unuiuall weeds, 1 toMch part of you 
Do's ^vc ■ life; no ShepherdcMC, but Flora 
Peering b Aprils front. This your sheepe-s hearing. 
Is as a meeiing of the petty Gods, ^garments 

And you the Queene on't. 

PerJ. Sir; my gracious Lord, 
To chide It your exireames. It not becomes me: 10 
(Oh pardon, that I name them:) your high setfe 
The gracious marke o'lh'Land, you have obscur'd 
With a Swtunes wearing: and me (poore lowly MaideJ 
Most Goddesse-like prank'd ^ up; But that our Feists 
In every Messe, have folly; and the Feeders 
Digest with a Cuatome, I should blush ^ deeied 

To see you so attyrM: twome 1 thinke. 
To shew my selfe a glasse. 

Fh. I blesse the time 
When my good Falcon, made her flight a-crosse 20 
Thy Fathers ground. 

Perd. Now Jove afibord you cause: 
To me the diflerence forges dread (your Greatnesse 
Hath not beene us'd to feare:) even now I tremble 
To thinke your Father, by some accident 
Should passe this way, as you did: Oh the Fates, 
How would he looke, to see his worke, so noble, 
Vildely bound up? What would he say? Or how 
Should I (in these my borrowed Flaunts) behold 

, 5. Ih'i! Db-Tkioiald. 
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The stemnesse of his pretence? jo 

Fh. Appreheod 
Nothing but jollity: the Goddet thennelres 
(Humbling [heir Ddcie* 10 love) have taken 
The shapes of Beasts upon them. Jupiter, 
Became a Bull, and bellow'd: the greene Neptune 
A Ram, and bleated: and the Fire-roabM-God 
Golden Apollo, a poore humble Swaine, 
A) I secmc now. Their transformations. 
Were never for a pecce of beauty, rarer. 
Nor In a way so chaste: since my desires 40 

Run not before mine honor: nor my Lusts 
Burne hotter then my Faith. 

Perd. O but Sir, 
Your resolution catinot hold, when 'tis 
Oppos'd (as it must be) by th'powre of the King: 
One of these two must be necessities. 
Which then will speake, that you must change this pur- 
pose, I 
Or I my life. 

Tlo. Thou deer'st Perdiia, ' 
With these forc'd thoughts, I prethee darken not ;o 
The Mirth o'th'Fcast; Or He be thine (my Faire) 
Or not my Fathers. For I cannot be 
Mine owne, nor any thing to any, if 
I be not thine. To this I am most constant. 
Though destiny say no. Be merry (Gentle) 
Strangle such thoughts as these, with any thing 
That you behold the while. Your guests are comming; 
Lift up your countenance, as it were the day 
Of celebration of that nuptiall, which 
We two have swome shall come. 60 

Perd. O Lady Fortune, 
Stand you auspicious. 
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Fie. See, your Guesta approach, 
Addreue your selfe to enicrtajne them aprigfatly. 
And let's be red with mirth. 

[Enter Sbtpbcrd, CletcB, Mopsa, Darees, and atberi, 
with Palixrues and Camlla diiguised.'\ 

Sbep. Fy (daughter) when my old wife liv'd: upon 
This day, she was both Panttcr, Butler, Cooke, 
Both Dame and Servant: Welcom'd all: lerv'd all. 
Would sing her song, and dance her tume: now heere 
At upper end o'th Table; now, i'th middle: 70 

On his shoulder, and his: her Isce o'fire 
With labour, and the thing she tooke to tjuench it 
She would to each one sip. You are retyred. 
As if you were a feasted one; and not 
The Hostease of the meeting: Pray you bid 
These unknowne ftiends to' a welcome, for it 19 
A way to make us better Friends, more knowne. 
Come, quench your blushes, and present your selfe 
Th«t which you are, Mistris o'th'Feast. Come on. 
And Ud us welcome to your sheepe-shearing, 80 

As your good fiocke shall prosper. 

Ptrd. [Ta Pol.'] Sir, welcome: 
It is my Fathers will, I should take on mee 
TheHostesseshipo'ih'day: [TV Cfliw.] you're welcome 

Give me those Flowres there ( Darces. ) Reverend Sirs, 
For you, there's Rosemary, and Rue, these keepe 
Seeming,' and savour all the Winter long: 
Grace, and Remembrance be to you both. 
And welcome to our Shearing. ' affearance 

Pel. Shepherdesse, 90 

(A fiure one are you:) well you fit our ages 
With aowrei of Winter. 
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Pird. Sir, the yeare growing uicient. 
Not yet OD summen death, nor on the birth 
Of trembliDg winter, the layrest flowret o'th leison 
Are our Carnations, and itreat'd Gilly-vors, 
(Which some call Natures baitards) of that kind 
Our ni9ticke Garden* barren, and I care not 
To get slips of them. 

Pal. Wherefore (gentle Maiden^ loo 

Do you neglect them. 

Pird. For I have heard it said. 
There is an Art, which in their pideneste shares 
With great creadng- Nature. 

Pol. Say there be: 
Yet Nature is made better by no mesne. 
But Nature makes thai Mcane: so over that Art, 
(Which you say addcs to Nature^ is an Art 
That Nature makes: you see (sweet Maid) we many 
A gentler Sien, to the wildest Stocke, i la 

And make conceyve a bsrke of baser kinde 
By bud of Nobler race. This is an Art 
Which do's mend Nature: change it rather, but 
The Art it sel&, is Nature. 

Perd. So it is. 

P»L Then make you Garden rich in GillyVors, 
And do not call them bastards. 

Perd. He not put 
The Dible in earth, to set one slip of them: 
No more then were I painted, I would wish i to 

Thb youth should say 'twer well: and onely therefore 
Desire to breed by me. Here's flowrcs for you: 
Hot Lavender, Mints, Savory, Maijonim, 
The Mary-gold, that goes to bed with'Sun, 

■ te.jn<ii.-]'aui^i-4F. 114 unit'.- wrtha-CxTSU. 
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And with him rises, weeping: These tie flowres 
Of middle summer, and I ihinke they we given 
To men of middle age, Y'arc very welcome. 

Carn. I should leave grasing, were I of yourflocke. 
And onejy live by ga^ng. 

PerJ. Oui alas: 130 

You' Id be so leane, chat blasts of January 
Would blow you through and through. Now (my laitst 
Friend. | 

I would I had some Flowres o'th Spring, that might 
Become your time of day: and yours, and yours. 
That weare upon your Virgin-branches yei 
Your Maiden-heads growing; O Prosirfiua, 
For the Flowres now, thai (frighted) thou let'sc ^1 
From Dysci Waggon: Daffadils, 
That come before the Swallow dares, and take 1 39 
The windes of March with beauty: Violets (dim. 
But sweeter then the lids of Juna's eyes. 
Or Cylberea's breath) pale Prime-roses, 
That dye unmarried, ere they can behold 
Bright Phabus in his strength (a Maladie 
' Most incident to Maids:) bold Oxtips, and 
The Crowne Imperiall: Lilliea of all kinds, 
(The Flov/re-dc-Luce being one.) O, these I lacke. 
To make you Garlands of) and my sweet friend. 
To strew him o're, and ore, 

FU. What ? like a Coaree? i jo 

Perd. No, likeabanke, for Love tolye,and play on: 
Not like a Coarse: or if: not to be buried. 
But quicke.i and in mine armes. Come, take your flours, 
Me thtnkes I play as I have seene them do 1 aiive 
In Whitson- Pastorals: Sure this Robe of mine 
Do's change my disposition: 

Fh. What you do, 
w.T.s. 65 
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Still betien what U done. When you ipeake (Sw«t) 

I'M have you do ii ever: When you sing, 

rid have you buy, ud k11 so: so gjve Almes, 160 

Prrny 10: and for the ord'ring your Affayrei, 

To sing them too. When you do dance, I wish ytw 

A wave o'th Sea, that you might ever do 

Nothing but that: move itill, itill so: 

And ownc no other Function, Each your doing, 

(So sbgular, b each particular) 

Crownes what you ore doing, in the present deeds. 

That all your Actes, are Queenes. 

PfrJ. O DoruUs, 
Your praises are too large: but that your youth 170 
And the true blood which peepes fitirely througfa't. 
Do plainly ^ve you out an unstain'd Sphepherd 
With wisedome, I might fearc (my Doritlts) 
You woo'd me the &lse way. 

F/o. I thinke you have 
As little skill to leare, as I have purpose 
To put you lo't. But come, our dance I pray. 
Your hand (my Perdilai) so Turtles paire 
That never meane to part. 

Perd. He sweare for 'em. 180 

Pil. This is the prettiest Low-borne Lasse, that ever 
Ran on the greene-sord: Nothing she do's, or seenwj 
But smackes of something greater then her selfe. 
Too Noble for this place. 

Cam. He tels her something 
That makes her blood looks on't: Good sooth she ii 
The Queene of Curds and Creame. 

Clt. Come on: stiike up. 

171. fccfrt: paepclb-Gu»i. 
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Dtrtas. Mepsa must be your Mistrii: many Garlick 
to mend her kiuiiig with. 190 

Mtp. Now in good time. 

Ch, Not a word, s word, we stand upon our muuiers. 
Come, strike up. 

[Afiw(V.] Heere a Daunce ef SbepbearJs end 
Sbipbearddessei. 

Pel, Pray good Shcphcard, whic faire Swaine \t ihii. 
Which dances with your daughter^ 

Sbip. They call him Darkles, and boasts himselfe 
To have a worthy Feeding; but I have it 
Upon hi) owne report, and I beleeve it; 200 

He lookc« like sooth :^ he sayes he lovea my daughter, 
I thinke so too; for never gaz'd the Moone ^ truth 
Upon the water, u hee'l stand and reade 
As 'twere my daughters eyes: and to be plaine, 
I thinke there is not halfe a kisse to choose 
Who loves another beat. 

Pel. She dances featly.^ ^adroitly 

Sbep. So she do's any thing, though 1 report it 
That should be silent: If yong Daricks 
Do light upon her, she shall bring him that zio 

Which he not drcames of. Enter Sertiaitt, 

Sir. O Master: if you did but heare the Pedler at the 
doore, you would never dance againe after a Tabor and 
Pipe: no, the Bag-pipe could not move you: hee singes 
severall Tunes, faster then you'l tell money: hee utters 
them as he had eaten ballads, and all mens eares grew to 
his Tunes. 

Cle. He could never come better; hee shall come in: 
1 love a ballad but even too well, if it be dolefiill matter 

189^1. new I. at To raand-CAriu.. 
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merrity sei downe: or ■ very pleiMDt thing indeede, ind 
aung lamentably. iij 

Ser, He hath songs for man, or woman, of all sizes: 
No Milliner can so lit his cuscomera with GIovcb: he has 
the prettiest Love-songs for Maids, so without bawdrie 
(which is strange,) with such delicate burthens of DiU 
do's^and Fadings:^Jump-her,andthump-heri and where 
aotnestretch-mouth'd Rascall, would(asit were) meant 
miacheefe, and brealie a Ibwlc gap into the Matter, hee 
makes the maid (o tnswere, Wbecp, dee me ao barme 
gati I man', put's him off, slights him, with Whoop, in 
met m \ barme good man. ' burdtm of songs 

Pol. This is a brave fellow. 131 

Clo. Beleeee mee, thou talkesc of an admirable con- 
ceited fellow, has he any unbraided Wares? 

Ser. Hee hath Ribbons of all the colours i'th Raine- 
bow; Points, more then all the Lawyers inBeiemia,cin 
learnedly handle, though they come to him by th'grosse; 
Inckles,* Caddysses.^Catnbrickes.Lawnes: why heangs 
em over, as they were Gods, or Goddesses: you would 
thtnke a Smocke were a shee-Angell, he so chauntcs to 
the sleeve-hand, and the workc about the square* on'i. 

CJa. Pre' thee bring him in, and let him approach un- 
ging. ^ tape * toarited ribbons * siomaeber 14J 

Perd. Forewarne him, that he use no scurrilous words 
in's tunes. \Exit Servant^ 

Clots. You have of these Pedlers, that have more in 
them, then youl'd thinke (Sister.) 

Perd. I, good brother, or go about to thinke. 

Enter Autotieus singing. 
Latutte as white as driven Snow, 250 

Cypress fi blacke as ere was Crow, * craft 

133. Bilita: miiprint iF, 
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GUvtt as sweete as Damaski Rosis, 

Maskes for facts, and fir mses: 
Bugk-bractUt, Nicke-lace Amber, 
Perfumi for a Ladies Chantbrr: 
Galden Qiiofes, and Stomachers 
For my Lads, t« give their deers: 
Pins, and poaking-stickes^ ofiteele. 
What Maids lacke from head to bielt: 259 
Come buy of me, come: come buy, come buy. 
Buy Lads, or else your Lasses cry: Come buy. 
^ irons for plaiting ruffi 

Clo. If I were noi in love with Mopsa, ihou ahouldsi 
take no money of me, but being enthmli'd as I am, it will 
also be the bdndige of certaine Ribbons and Gloves. 

Mop. I waapromis'd them against the Feast, but they 
come not too late now. 

Dor. He hath promis'd you mote rhen that, or there 
be lyarB. 

Mop. He hath paid you all he promis'd you: 'May be 
he has paid you more, which will shame you to give him 
againe. 271 

Cio. Is there no manners left among maids? Will they 
weare their plackets, wheie they should bear their faces? 
Is there not milking-time? When you are going to bed? 
Or kill-hole? ^ To whistle ofthese secrets, but you must 
be tittle-tatling before all our guests? 'Tis well they are 
whispring: clamor your tongues, and not a word more. 

Mop. I have done; Come you ptomis'd me a tawdry- 
lace,^ and a paire of sweet Gloves. ^opening of oven 

Clo. Have I not told thee how I was cozen'd by the 
way, and lost all my money. '^rustic necklace zSi 

167. ricni th*&-i-4F. 175. tdll-bolti ktlD-bols-MALONt. 
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Aut. And indeed Sir, there are Cozenen abroad, ih«- 
fore il behooves men to be wary. 

Clo, Feare tioc thou man, ihou shale lose nothing here 

Aut. I hope so air, for 1 have about me many parcel) 
of charge. 

Clo. What hast heeref Ballada? 

M«p. Pray now buy some: I love a ballet jn print,) 
life, for then we ire sure they are true, 289 

Aut. Here's one, to a very dolefiill tune, how a Usu- 
rers wife was brought to bed of twenty money baggs at 
abunhcD, and how she long'd to eate Adders heads.and 
Toads carbonado'd.i ^ cut fer imling 

Moj>. Is it true, ihinke you? 

Aut. Very true, and but a moneth old. 

Dor. Blesse me from marrying a Usurer, 

Aut. Here's the Midwivea name to' t; one Mist. 7(l/<- 
Porler, and five or six honest Wives, that were present. 
Why should I carry lyes abroad? 

Mop- 'Pray you now buy it. joo 

Clo. Come-on, layit by: and let'sfiritaeemoe Bal- 
lads: Wee'l buy the other rhings anon. 

Am. Here's another ballad of a Fish, that appeared 
upon the coast, on wensday the fourescorc of April, fbrtie 
thousand tadom above water, & sung this ballad against 
the hard hearts of maids: it was thought she was a Wo- 
man, and was tum'd into a cold lish, for she wold not ex- 
change Resh with one that lov'd her: The Ballad is very 
piitifiil], and as true. 

Dor. Is it true too, thinke you? 310 

Autoi. Five Justices hands at it, and witnesses more 
then my packe will hold. 

Ck. Lay it by too; another. 

1S8-9. frin 
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Jut. This is R merry ballad, but a very pretty one. 

Msp. Let's have some merry ones. 

Aut. Why ihb is a passing merry one, and goes to the 
tune oftwo maids wooingaman: there's scarse a Mude 
westward but she sings it: 'tis in request, I con tell you. 

Mop. Wecanbothsingit:ifthou'lt beareapart, thou 
shall heare, 'tis in three parts. 320 

Dor. We had the tune on't, a month agoe. 

Aut. I canbearemy part, you must know 'tis my oc- 
cupation: Have at It with you. 

Song Get you hence, for I must goe 

Aut. Where it jits not you to know. 

Dor. Wbetbert 

Mop O fohetbir} 

Dor. Whether} 

Mop. // becomes thy oath full well. 

Thou to me tby secrets tell. 330 

Dor; Me too: Le me go thelber; 

Mop Or thou gsest te tb' Grange, er Mill, 

Dor; If to either thou dost ill, 

Aut: Neither. 

Dor: What neither} 

Aut: Neither: 

Dor: Thou bast sworne my Love to ie. 

Mop Thou bast sworae it more to mee. 

Then whether goesti Say whether? 3 39 



Clo. Wee'l have this song out anon by our selves: My 
Father, and the Gent, are in sad ' talke, & wee'll 
trouble ] them: Come bring away thy pack after 
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Wenclie* He ] buy for you both: Pedler let's hivetbc 

fim cboicci folow I me prle». [Exit mitb Dorcm and 

Mepia,"^ Aitt: Ami you shall pay well for 'em. | 

\_Fallotcs iiitgmg.\ 

Song. Will yau buy any Tape, er Latr for jaur Crft> 
My dainty Dude, my deere-a> 
Any Sitke, any Thred, any Toyeifar yeur btai 

Of the newft, mdfiniU.finsU weare-a. 
Came te the Pedler, Money's a medler. 
That datb utter^ ell mem tuare-a. Exit 3J0 

[Re-enter Servant.'^ 

Servant. Mayster, there is chree Carters, three Shep> 
herds.threeNeat-herds, three Swine-herds thai haver 
themselves all men of haire, they cal themselves Salticrs,- 
and they have a Dance, which the Wenches say isjgil- 
ly-maufrey^ of Gambols, because they arc not in't; bui 
they themselves are o'lh'minde (if it bee not too rougb 
for some, that know little but bowling) it will please 
plentifully, ^ satyrs ^ mtiU) 

Sbep, Away; Wee'l noneon't; hecre has bcene too 
much homely foolery already. I know (Sir) wee wa- 

/*«/. You wearie those that refresh us: pray let's ic 
these foure-threes of Heardsmen, 

Ser. One three of them, by th«r owne report (Sir,) 
hath danc'd before the King; and not the worst oftlit 
three, but jumpes twelve foote and a halfe by th' squire.' 

Shep. Leave your prating, since these good men irc 
pleas' d, let them come in: but tjuickly now. * measiiri 

Ser. Why, they stay at doore Sir. [foiV.] 

54.5, Oft: cBpB-Z'4F. 
MS. 347, J49. ««h '" » thinneiJ U.-Joh»«on, 
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Heere a Dance of Iroehe Satyrei. 370 

PoL O Father, you'l know more of thai heereaftcr: 

{To Cam.l Is it not too farre gone? 'Tis time to part 

He's simple, ind teU much, [TV F!or.'\ How now 

(faire shepheard) | 

Your heart is full of something, that do's take 

Your rainde from feasting. Sooth, when I was yong. 

And handed love, as you do; I was wont 

To load myShee with knackes: I would have ransackt 

The Pedlers silken Treasury, and have powr'd it 

To her acceptance; you have let him go. 

And nothing marted with him. If your Lasse 380 

Interpretation should abuse, and call this 

Your lacke of love, or bounty, you were straitedi 

For a reply at least, if you make a care "^ straiUned 

Of happie holding her. 

Fto. Old Sir, I know 
She prizes not such trifles as these are; 
The gifts she lookes from me, are packt and lockt 
Up in my heart, which I have given already. 
But not deliver'd. O heare me breath my life 
Before this anrienl Sir, whom (it should seeme) 390 
Hath sometime lov'd: I take thy hand, this hand. 
As soft as Doves-downe, and as white as it. 
Or Ethyopians tooth, or the &n'd snow, that's bolted 
By ih'Northerne blasts, twice ore. 

Pel. What followes this? 
How prettily th'yong Swaine scemes to wash 
The hand, was faire before? I have put youout. 
But to your protestarion: Let me heare 
What you professc. 

389. brtitthi brHtha-Pon. 390, leioin: who-a-4F. 
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Fie. Do, uid be witness* too't. +00 

Pol. And thia my neighbour too? 

FU. And he, and more 
Then he, snd men: tlie earth, the heavens, and all; 
That were 1 crown'd the most Imperiall Monarch 
Thereof most worthy; were I the fkyrest youth 
That ever made eye swerve, had force and knowledge 
More then was ever mans, I would not prize them 
Without her Love; for her, employ them all. 
Commend them, and condemns them to her service. 
Or to iheir owne perdition. 410 

Ptl. Fairely offer'd. 

Cam, This shewei a sound alfection. 

Shej). But my daughter. 
Say you the like to him. 

Per. I canoot speake 
So well, (nothing so well) no, nor mcanc better 
By th'pattcmc of mine owne thoughts, I cut out 
The puritic of his. 

Sbef. Take hands, a bargaine; 419 

And friends unknowne, you shall beare witnewe to'i: 
I give my daughter to him, and will make 
Her Portion, cquall his. 

Fit). O, that must bee 
I'th Venue of your daughter: One being dea<f, 
I shall have more then you can dreame of yet. 
Enough then for your wonder: but come-on. 
Contract us fore these Witnesses. 

Shep. Come, your hand: 
And daughter, yours. 

Pol, Soft Swaine a-while, beseech you, 430 

Have you a Father? 

FIb. I have: but what of him? 

Pol. Knowes he of this? 
74 
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Fh, He neither do'a, nor shall. 

Pel. Me-lhinltes i Father, 
Is at the NupiiaJl of his sonne, a gucai 
That beat becomes the Table; Pray you once more 
Is not your Father growne ineapeable 
Of reasonable aflayres? Is he not stupid 439 

With Age, and altring Rheumes? Can he speakef heire? 
Know man, from man? Dispute his owne estate? 
lies he not bed-rid? And againe, do's nothing 
But what he did, bdng childish? 

Flo. No good Sir: 
He has his health, and ampler strength indeede 
Then most have of his age. 

Pol. By my white beard. 
You offer him (if this be so) a wrong 
Something unfjlliall: Reason my sonne 
Should choose himselfe a wife, but as good reason 4^0 
The Father f'all whose joy is nothing else 
But &ire posterity) should hold some counsaile 
In such a busmesse.' 

FU. I yeeld all this; 
But for some other reasons (my grave Sir) 
Which 'lis not fit you know, I not acquaint 
My Father of this buainesse. 

Psl. Let him linow'i. 

Flo. He shall not. 

Pel. Prethce let him. 460 

Fie No, he must not. 

Sbep. Lei him (my sonne) he shall not need to greeve 
At knowing of thy choice. 

Fla. Come, come, he must not; 
Marke our Contract. 

Pel. Marte your divorce (yong Mr) 

\I)iH»viring biniiilf^ 
75 
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Whom Sonne I dare not call: Thou an too base 
To be acknowledge. Thou a Scepters heire, 
Thai thus affects a sheepe-hooke? Thou, old Traitor, 
1 am sorry, chat by hanging thee, I can 470 

but shorten thy life one weeke. And thou, fresh pe«ce 
Of excellent Witchcraft, whom offeree must know 
The royall Foole thou coap'st with. 

Step. Oh my heart. 

Pol. lie have thy beauty scratcht with brien & madr 
More homely then thy state. For thee (fond boy) 
If I may ever know thou doat but sigh. 
That thou no more shah never see this knacke (as never 
I meane thou shale) wee'l barre thee from successioo, 
Not hold thee of our blood, no not our Kin, 480 
Farrc then Deucalion off; (marke thou my words) 
Follow us to the Coun. Thou Churle, for this time 
(Though fiill of our displeasure) yet we free thee 
From the dead blow of it. And you Enchantment, 
Worthy enough a Hcardsman: yea him too. 
That makes himselfe (but tor our Honor therein) 
Unworthy thee. If ever henceforth, thou 
These rurall latches, to his entrance open. 
Or hope his body more, with thy embraces, 
I will devise a death, as cruell for thee 4.90 

As thou art tender to't. Exii 

Peril. Even heerc undone; 
I was not much a-fcar'd: for once, or twice 
I was about to speake, and tell him plainely. 
The sdfc'Same Sun, that shines upon his Court, 
Hides not his visage fivm our Cottage, but 
Lookes on alike. Wilt please you (Sir) be gone? 

46S. atlttwvitiigt! ■clinowl*ilgid->-4F. 

471. tebtm: who--l-4F. 

47t. 'ball never tee: sball Mt-Rowi. 
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I told you what would come of this; Beseech you 
Of your ownc state lake care: This dreame of mine 
Beillg now awake. He Queene it no inch fiirther, 500 
But milke my Ewes, and weepe. 

Cam. Why how now Father, 
Speake ere thou dyest. 

Sbep. 1 cannot speake, nor thinke. 
Nor dare to know, thai which I know; O Sir, 
You have undone a man of.faurescorc three. 
That thought lo fill his grave in quiet: yea. 
To dye upon the bed my father dy'de. 
To lye close by his honest bones; but now 509 

Some Hangman must put on my shrowd, and lay me 
Where no Priest shovela-in dust. Oh cursed wretch. 
That knew'at this was the Prince, and wouldst adventure 
To mingle faith with him. Undone, undone: 
!f I might dye within this houre, I have liv'd 
To die when I desire. Exit, 

Fie-. Why looke you so upon mef 
I am but sorry, not affear'd; delaid. 
But nothing alired: What I was, I am: 
More straining on, for plucking backe; not following 
My leash unwillingly. 520 

Cam. Gracious my Lord, 
You know my Fathers temper; at this time 
He will allow no speech; (which 1 do ghcsse 
You do not purpose to him:) and as hardly 
Will he endure your sight, as yet I feare; 
Then rill the fiuy of his Highnesse settle 
Come not before him. 

F/o. I not purpose it: 
I thinke Camills. 
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Cam. Even he, my Lord. $30 

Pfr. How often have I told you 'twould be thus? 

How often uid my dignity would laat 

But till 'twer knowne? 

FU. It cannot faile, but by 
The vioUdon of my faith, and then 
Let Nature crush the sides o'th earth together. 
And maiTc the seeds within. Lift up thy lootes: 
From my succciMon wipe me (Father) I 
Am heyre to my affection. 

Cam. Be advis'd. 540 

Fie. I am: and by my ftncie.i if my Reason 
Will thereto be obedient; I have reason: ^ Im 

If not, my sencea better pleas'd with msdnesse. 
Do bid it welcome. 

Cam. This is desperate (ki. ) 
Flo. So call it: but it do's fiilfill my vow: 
I needs must thinke it honesty. Camilh, 
Not for BBbemia, nor the pompe that may 
Be thereat gleaned: for all the Sun sees, or 
The close earth wombes, or the profound seas, hides 
In unknowne fadomes, will I breake my oath 551 
To this my ftire belov'd: Therefore, I pray you. 
As you have ever bin my Fathers honour'd fiiend, 
When he shall missc me, as ^in faith I meane not 
To see him any more) cast your good counsailes 
Upon his passion: Let my selfe, and Fortune 
Tug for the time to come. This you may know. 
And so deliver, I am put to Sea 
With her, who heere I cannot hold on shore: 
And most opportune to her neede, I have 560 

A Vessell rides fast by, but not prepar'd 

559. loio; whom-i-4F. 
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For thi» designc. What course I meane to hold 
Shall nothing benefit your knowledge, nor 
Conceme me the reporting. 

Cam. O my Lord, 
I would youT spirit were eaucr for advice. 
Or stronger for your ueede. 

Fk. Hearke Periita, \_Draaiag her aiide\ 
lie heare you by and by. 

Cam, Hee's irremoveable, S70 

Resolv'd for flight: Now were I happy if 
Hii going, I could frame to serve my tume. 
Save him from danger, do him love and honor, 
Purchaae the sight againe of deere Sicillia, 
And that unhappy King, my Master, whom 
I >o much thirat to see. 

Fh. Now good Camilk, 
I am so fraught with curious businesse, that 

Cam. Sir, I thinke ;So 

You have heard of my poore wrvices, i'th love 
That 1 have borne your Father? 

Fla, Very nobly 
Have you deaerv'd: It ia my Fathers Musicke 
To speake your deeds: not little of his care 
To iMve them recompenc'd, as thought on. 

Cam. Well (tDy Lord) 
If you may please to thinke I love the King, 
And through him, what's neerest to him, which is 
Your gracious selfe; embrace but my direction, i^qo 
If your more ponderous and setled project 
May sufier alteration. On mine honor. 
He point you where you shall have such receiving 
As shall become your Highnesse, where you may 
Enjoy your Mistris; from the whom, I see 
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There's no disjunction to be made, but by 
(As heiTcns forcfendl) your mine: Marry her. 
And with my best endevours, in your absence. 
Your discontenting Father, strive to qualifie '^fcrhii 
And bring him up to liking. 600 

Flo- How Camillo 
May this (almost a miracle) be done? 
That I may call thee something more then man. 
And after that trust to thee. 

Cam. Have you thought on 
A place whereto you'l go? 

Fla. Not any yet: 
But as th'unthought-on accident is guiltie 
To what we wildely do, so we professe 
Our selves to be the slaves of chance, and flyes 610 
Of every winde that blowes. 

Cam, Then list (o mc: 
This followes, if you will not change your purpose 
But undergo this flight; make for Sicillia, 
And there present your selfe, and your layre PrincEsse, 
(For so I see she must be) 'fore Leonles; 
She shall be habited, as it becomes 
The partner of your Bed, Me thinkes I sec 
Leontes opening hia free Armes, and weeping 619 

His Welcomes forth : asks thee there Sonne forgivenesse, 
As 'twere i'th'Fathers person: kisses the hands 
Of your fresh Princesse; ore and ore divides him, 
'Twixt his unkindnesse, and his Kindncsse: th'one 
He chides to Hell, and bids the other grow 
Faster then Thought, or Time. 

FU. Worthy Camillo. 
What colour for my Visitadon, shall I 

610. tbi'i: the-j-4F. 



THE WINTERS TALE [IV. iv. 566.591 

Hold up betbre him? 

Cam. Seal by the King your Father 
To greet him, uid to give him comforts. Sir, 630 
The mumer of your bearing towards him, with 
What you (as from your Father) shall deliver. 
Things knowne beiwjxl us ihree, lie wrilc you downe. 
The which shall point you forth at every silting 
What you must say: that he shall not perceive. 
But that you have your Fathers Bosome there. 
And speake his very Heart. 

Flo. 1 am bound Co you: 
There is some sappe in this. 

Cam. A Course more promising, 640 

Then a wild dedication of your selves 
Tounpath'd Waters, undream'd Shores; most certainc. 
To Miseries enough: no hope to helpe you. 
But as you shalte off one, to take another: 
Nothing so certame, as your Anchors, who 
Doe their best ofRce, if they can but stay you. 
Where you'le be loch to be: besides you know, 
Prosperidc's ihc very bond of Love, 
Whose fresh complexion, and whose heart tt^ether. 
Affliction alters. 650 

PtrJ. One of these is true: 
I thinke Affliction may subdue the Cheeke, 
But not take-in' the Mind. ' can^uer 

Cam. Yea? say you so? 
There shaU not, at your Fathers House, these seven yeeres 
Be borne another such. 

Fit. My good Camilla, 
She's a* forward, of her Breeding, at 
She is i'th'reare'our Birth. 

659. riari'mr : nar o' hn-Rowt. 
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Cam. I cannot My, 'm piety 660 

She lacks loatnictiont, for >he Kcmes a Miatreue 
To most that teach. 

Per J. Your pardon Sir, for this, 
lie blush you Thanks. 

Fit. My prettiest Ferdiie. 
But O, the Thornes we stand upon: (^Camilla) 
Preserver of my Father, now of me. 
The Medicine of our House; how shall we doe^ 
We are not furnish' d like Bohemia's Sonne, 
Nor shall appcare in Sidlia. 670 

Cam. My Lord, 
Feare none of this; I ibinke you know my ibrtunes 
Doe all lye there: it shall be so my care. 
To have you royally appointed, as if 
The Scene you play, were mine. For instance Sir, 
That you may know you shall not want: one word. 
[They tali aiide-l 

Enter AuttHcus. 
Ant, Ha, ha,whataFooleHonestieis? and Trust (his 
swome brother) a very simple Gentleman. I have sold 
all my Trotnperie: not a counterfeit Stone, not a Ribbon, 
Glasse, Pomander, Bro wch, Table -booke,» Ballad, Knife, 
Tape, Glove, Shooe-tyc, Bracelet, Home- Ring, to keqx 
my Pack from fasting: they throng who should buy first, 
as if my Trinkets hadbeene hallowed, and brought a be- 
nediction to the buyer: by which meanes, I saw whose 
Purse was best in Picture; and wfiat I saw, to my good 
use, I remembred. My Clowne (who wants but some- 
thing to be a reasonable man) grew so in love with the 
Wenches Song, that hee would not stirre his Petty-toea,' 
till he had both Tune and Words, which so drew the rest 
of the Heard to me, that all their other Sences stucke in 
^tablet ^pig*'f'ti 
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Earei: you might have pinch'd a PUcket, it was sence- 
1e«K; 'twas nothing to gudd a Cod-peece of a Purse: I 
would have lili'd Keyes of that hung in Chaynee: no 
hearing, no feeling, but my Sirs Song, and admiring the 
Nothing of it. So thai in this time of Letharf^e, I pickd 
and cut most of their Festivall Purses: Aod had not the 
old-man come in with a Whoo-bub' against his Daugh- 
ter, and the Kings Sonne, and scar'd my Chowghes^ from 
the Chafe, I had not left a Purse alive in the whole 
Army. ^huiiub '^iirdi 701 

\Camillo, Flerizel, and PirJita csme forward.'^ 

Cam. Nay, but my Letters by this meanes being there 
So soonc as you arrive, shall cleare that doubt. 

/■/u. And those that you'lc procure from King LeoaUi} 

Cam. Shall eatisiie your Father. 

Perd. Happy be you: 
All that you ipeakc, shewes &ire. 

Cam. Who have we here? [Seeing Aatalycas.'^ 
Wee'le make an Instrument of this; omit 
Nothing may give us aide. 710 

jiut. Ifihey have over-heard me now: why hanging. 

Cam. How now (good Fellow) 
Why shak'st thou so? Feare not (man) 
Here's no harmc intended to thee. 

Aut, I am a poore Fellow, Sir. 

Cam. Why, be so still: here's no body will steale that 
fium thee; yet for the out -side of thy povertie, we must 
makean exchange; therefore dis-case^ thee instantly (thou 
mustthinkethere'sanecessitiein'i) and change Garments 
with this Gentleman: Though the peimy-worth (on his 
side) be the worst, yet hold thee, there's some boot, 721 

Jfut. I am a poore Fellow, Sir: \^Aiidi^ (I know 
ye well | enough.) ^ undreis 

694. twiA^.- coulil-Ouiii. 7I1-I4. proge-MALONC. 
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Cam. Nay prethee dispatch: the Gemleman u halfe 
fled • already. ^strippii 

Aut. Are you in earneat, Sirf \Aiide\ (I amcll the 
trick on't.) I 

Fh. Diipatch, I prethee. 

Aut. Indeed I have had Earnest, but I cannot with 
conscience take it. 

Cam. Unbuckle, unbuckle. 730 

[^Florixel and Autofycus extbange garmesls.] 
Forrunate Mlstresae (let my prophecie 
Come home to yc:) you must retire your «elfe 
Into some Covert; take your sweet-hearts Hat 
And pluck it ore your Browes, muffle your lace, 
Dis-mantle you, and (as you can) dislikcn 
The truth of your ownc seeming, that you may 
(For I doe feare eyes over) to Ship-boord 
Get undescry'd. 

PerJ. 1 see the Play so lyes, 
That I must beare a part. 740 

Cam. Noremedie: 
Have you done there? 

FJb. Should ! now meet my Father, 
He would not call me Sonne. 

Cam. Nay, you shall have no Hat: 

[^Giving it to Perdiia.^ 
Come Lady, come: Farewell (my friend.) 

Aul. Adieu, Sir. 

Flo. O Ptrdita: what have we cwaue forgot? 
'Pray you a word. 

Cam. \Aside\ What I doe nezt, shall be to tell the 
King I 750 

Of this escape, and whither they are bound; 

^^%.fcd: flayed (fl»y'd)-STEi»™i. 
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Wherein, my hope it, 1 shall so prevtule. 
To force him after: in whose company 
I shall re-view Sui/ia; for whose sight, 
I have a Woman* Longing. 

FJt. Fortune speed u»; 
Thus we set on (CamHU) to th'Sca-side, 757 

Cam. The swifter speed, the better. Exit 

[Fhri^ei, Perdita, and Cemillo\. 

Aut. I understand the businesse, I heare it: to havean 
Openeare, aquicic eye, and a nimble hand, is necessary for 
a Cut-purse; a good Nose is requisite also, to smell out 
worke for th'ocher Scnces. I see this is the time that the 
unjust man doth thrive. What an exchange had this been, 
without booi^ What a boot is here, with this exchange? 
Sure ihe Gods doe ihis yeere connive at us, and we may 
doe any thing extempore. T^e Prince himselfe is about 
a peece of Inicjuitie (stealing away from his Father, with 
hisClogathisheeles:) if I thought it were a peece of ho- 
nestie to acquaint the King withall, I would nol do' t ; I 
hold it the more knaverie to conceale it; and therein am 
I conalani to my Profession, 771 

Enter Chwne and Shepbeard. 
Aside, aside, here is more matter for a hot braine: Every 
Lanes end, every Shop, Ch urch, Session, Hanging, yeelds 
a carefiill man worke. 

Ckwtti. See, see: what a man you are now? there is no 
other way, but to tell the King she's a Changeling, and 
none of your flesh and blood. 

Sbep. Nay, but heare me. 

Chw. Nay; but heare me. 780 

Sbep. Goe loo ihen. 

date. She being none of your flesh and blood, your 
flesh and blood ha' s not offended the King, and so your 

«5 
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Aeshandbloodiinot tabepunuh'dby him. SbewthoM 

things you found about her (those secret things, all but 
whatsheha'a with her:) This beiugdooe, let the Lawgoe 
whistle: I wammt you. 

Sbep. I will tell the King all, every word, yea, andhii 
Sonne) prancks too; who, I may say, is no hoiteat msn, 
neither to his Father, nor to me, to goe about to make me 
the Kings Brother in Law. 791 

CktB. Indeed Brother in Law was the &nhest off you 
could have beene to him, and then your Blood had beene 
the dearer, by I know-how much an ounce. 
Aat. [AiUe^ Very wisely (Puppies.) 
Sbtp. Well: let us to the King: there is that in thit 
Farthell,^ will make him scratch his Beard. ^pack 

Aut. ^Aside\ 1 know not what impediment this 
Complaint | may be to the flight of my Master. 

Cle. 'Pray heartily he be at 'Psllace. 800 

Aat. \_Aiide\ Though I am not naturally honest, I 
am so some- | times by chance: Let me pocket up my 
Pedlers exere- | ment.s \Takei iff bis false 6eard!\ 
How now (Rustiques) whither are you bound? I 
Shep. To th'PalUce (and it like your Worship.) 
Aul. Your Affaires therc^ what? with whom? the 
Condition of that Farthell? the place of your dwelling? 
your names? your ages? of what having?^ breeding, and 
any thing that is fitting to be knowne, discover? 808 
CU. We are but plaine feUowes, Sir. ^false heard 
Aut. A Lye; youarerough, andhayrie: Letmehavt 
no lying; it becomes none but Trades-men, and they of- 
ten give us (Souldiers) the Lye, but wee pay them ibt it 
with stamfjed Coyne, not stabbing Steele, therefore they 
doe not give us the Lye. ^prtperlj 
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Cle, Your Worship had like to have given us one, if 
you had not taken your selfe with the manner. 

Sbep. Are you 3 Courtier, and't like you Sir? 817 

Aul. Whether it Ike me, orno, lama Courtier. Scest 
thou not the ayre of the Court, in these cnfoldings^ Hath 
not mygateinii, the measure of the Court? Receives not 
thy Nose Court-Odour from me? Reflect I not on thy 
Basenesse, Court- Con lempi^ Thiok'si thou, for that 1 
insinuate, at toaze' from thee thy Businesse, I am there- 
fore no Courtier? I am Courtier Cap-a-pe; and one that 
will eyther push-on, or pluck -back, thy Businesse there: 
whereupon I command thee to open thy Affaire. 

Sbep. My Businesse, Sir, is to the King. ^ tear 

Attt. What Advocate ha'st thou to him? 

Sbep. I know not (and't like you.) 

Clo. Advocate's the Court-word for a Pheazant: say 
you have none. 831 

Shep. None, Sir: I have no Pheazant Cock, nor Hen. 

Aul. How blessed are we, that are not simple menf 
Yet Nature might have made me as these are. 
Therefore I will not disdain e. 

Clo. This cannot be but-a great Courtier. 

Shtp. His Garments are rich, but he weares them not 
handsomely. 

Clo. He seemes to be the more Noble, in being &nta- 
sticall: A great man, lie warrant; 1 know by the picking 
on's Teeth. 841 

Aut. The Farthell there? What's i'th' Farthell? 
Wherefore that Box? 

Shep. Sir, there iyes such Secrets in this Farthell and 
Box, which none must know but the King,3nd which hee 

B17. oHifi; ■Q't-HANMi«. 81S. lit: muprint iF. 

813. at: or-l-4F. S19. a«£t: >n-t-HANHlK. 

S4>, S44. Faribell: fardel-SrilvINI (179}). 
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■hall know within tha houre, if Imay come toth'iptccb 
of him. 

Ant. Age, thou hast lot! thy labour. 

Ship. Why Sir? 8+9 

Aut. The King ig not at the PaUace.heis goncaboonJ 
a new Ship, to purge Melancholy, and ayrc hiniseHe: ibt 
if thou bee' St capable of thingi serious, thou must know 
the King i« full of gricfe. 

Ship, So 'tis said (Sir:) about his Sonne, thai should 
have marryed a Shepheards Daughter. 

Aut. If that Shepheard be not in hand-last, let hini 
flye; the Curies hcahall have, the Tortures he shall feele, 
will breake the back of Man, the heart of Monster. 

Clo. Thiuke you so. Sir? 859 

Aut. Not hee alone shall suffer what Wit can make 
heavie,and Vengeance bitter; but those that arejermiine 
to him (though remov'dfiftie times) shall all come under 
the Hang-man: which, though it be great pitty, yet it is 
necessaric. An old Sheepe- whistling Rogue, a Ram-len- 
der, 10 offer lo have his Daughter come into grace? Some 
say hee shall be sion'd: but that death is too soft fbr bim 
(sayl:) Draw our Throne intoa Sheep-Coat? alldeiilis 
are too few, the sharpest too easie. 

Ck. Hi'sthcold-manerea Sonne Sir(doe you beare) 
and'i like you. Sir? ' 870 

Aat. Hee ha'sa Sonne: who shall be fiaydalive.then 
'noynted over with Honey, set on the head of a Waspts 
Nest, then stand till hebethreequartcrs and a dram dead: 
then recovcr'd againe with Aquavite, or some other Hal 
Infusion: ihen,rawasheis(and in thehotestday Progna- 
sticaiion proclaymes) shall he beset againsta Brick-wall 
(the Sunne looking with a South-ward eye upon tun; 

864, viUaiini: wbi>tlinK-i-4F. 870. and^i: ui't-Hjucuii. 
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where hee is CO behold him, wiih Flyes blown to death.) 
But what talkc we of these Traitorly- Rascals, whose mi- 
series are to be smil'd ai, their offences being so capitallf 
Tell me (foryouseemetobe honest plaine men) whacyou 
have to the King: being something gently consider'd, lie 
bring you where he is aboord, tender your persons to his 
presence, whisper him in your behalfes; and ir it be in 
mm, besides che-King, to elFecc your Suites, here is man 
ahall doe it. S86 

CISvi. Hesecmcs tobcofgreat authoricie; close with 
hin), give him Gold; and though Authoritie be a stub- 
borne Beare, yet hee is ott led by the Nose with Gold: 
shew the in-side of your Purse to the out-side of his 
hand, and no more adoe. Remember ston'd, and flay'd 
alive. 892 

Shep.kni^ t please you ( Sir) to undertake the Businesse 
for us, here is that Gold I have: He make it as much 
more, and leave this young man in pawne, till I bring it 

Aut. After I have done what I promised? 

Sbep. I Sir. 

Aut. Well, give me the Moitie: Are you a partjc in 
this Businesses 900 

Chw. In some sort. Sir: but though my case be a pt- 
tifiill one, I hope I shall not be flayd out of it. 

Aut. Oh, that's the case of the Shepheards Sonne: 
hang him, hee'le be made an example. 

Clow. Com&rt, good comfort: We must to the King, 
and shew our strange sights: he must know 'tis none of 
your Daughter, nor my Sister; wee are gone else. Sir, I 
will give you as much as this old man do's, when the Bu- 
sinesse is performed,andremaine(ashesayeE)your pawne 
till it be brought you. 910 

89}. Aiifu An't-HAnHsa. 

S9 
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Aut. I will mist you. Walke before toward the S«i- 
«ide, goe OD the right hand, I will but looke upon ihc 
Hedge, uid follow you. 

Ciefo. Wearebless'd, in this man: as I may s«y,evea 
ble»'d. 

Sbep, Let's before, as he bids us: he was providedu 
doe us good. [£j?/b«( Sbtpberd and Clotan^ 917 

Aut. If I had a mind to be honest, I see /Vr/«»( would 
not suffer mee; shee drops Booties in my mouth. I am 
courted now with a double occasion; (Gold, and a means 
to doe the Prince my Master good ; which, who knowes 
how that may turne backs to tny advancement?) 1 will 
bring these two Moales, these blind -ones, aboord him: iF 
he thinke it fit to shoare them againe, and that the Com- 
plaint they have to the King, concernes him nothing, let 
him call me Rogue, for being so farre officious, for I im 
proofe against that Title, and what shame else belongs 
to' t: To him will i present them, there may be mailer in 



Actus Quintus. Scena Prima. 

[A VMm in Ltonles' palact."^ 



Clto. Sir, you have done enough, and have perform'd 
A Stint-like Sorrow: No &ult could you make. 
Which you have not redeem'd; indeed pay'd downe 
More penitence, then done trespas: At the last 
Doe, as the Heavens have done; forget your evill. 
With them, forgive your selfe. 

3, FIctitil, PirdiUK out-Rowi. 
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£«. Whiles! 1 remember lo 

Her, and her Vertues, I cannot forget 
My blemishes in them, and 30 still thinke of 
The wrong I did my selfe: which was so much. 
That Heite-lesse it hath made my Kingdome, and 
Destroy'd the sweet' st Companion, that ere man 
Bred his hopes out of, true. 

Paul. Too true (my Lord;) 
If one by one, you wedded all the World, 
Or from the All thai arc, tooke something good. 
To make a perfect Woman; ihe you kill'd, 20 

Would be unpirallell'd. 

Lee. I thinke so. Kill'd? 
She I kill'd? 1 did so: but thou strik'st me 
Sorely, to say I did: it is as bitter 
Upon thy Tongue, as in my Thought. Now,good now. 
Say so but seldome. 

Cleg. Not at all, good Lady: 
You might have spoken a thousand thin^, that would 
Have done the time more benefit, and grac'd 
Your kindnesse better. 30 

Paul. You are one of those 
Would have him wed againe. 

Dio, If you would not so. 
You pitiy not the State, nor the Remembrance 
Of his most Soveraigne Name: Consider little. 
What Dangers, by his Highnesse &ile of Issue, 
May drop upon his Kingdome, and devoure 
Inccrtaine lookers on. What were more holy. 
Then to rejoyce the former Queene is well! 
What holyer, then for Royalties repayre, 40 

For present comfort, and for future good. 
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To bleue the Bed of Majestic ag»ne 
With a sweet Fellow to't? 

Paul. There is none worlhy, 
(Respecting her that's gone:) be^des the Gods 
Will have fulfiU'd their secret purposes: 
For ha' 3 not the Divine Apolh said^ 
Is'l not the tenor of his Oracle, 
That King Letntes shall not have an H«re, 
Till his lost Child be founds Which, that it shall, 50 
Is all as monstrous to our humane reason. 
As my Antigonus to breate his Grave, 
And come againe to me: who, on my life. 
Did perish with the Intant. *Tis your councell. 
My Lord should to the Heavens be contrary. 
Oppose against their wills. ^Te Leontes\ Care not for 

The Crowne will find an Heire. Great Alexander 
Left his 10 th'Worthiesi: so his Successor 
Was like to be the best. 

Lee. Good Paulina, 60 

Who hast the memorie of Hermieite 
1 know in honor: O, that ever I 
Had squar'd me 10 thy councell: then, even now, 
I might have look'd upon my Queenes fiill eyes. 
Have taken Treasure from her Uppes. 

Paal. And left ihem 
More rich, for what ihcy yeelded. 

Leo. Thou speak'st truth: 
No more such Wives, therefore no Wife: one worse. 
And better us'd, would make her Sainted Spirit 71= 
Againe posiesse her Corps, and on this Stage 
(Where we Oflendora now appeare) Soule-vext, 

51. biimaia: buiDaa-Pari. 71. uc- we're-GLoai. 
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And begin, why to met 

Paul. Had the such power. 
She had just »uch cause. 

Lee. She had, and would incense' me ^intite 

To munher her I marryed. 

Paul. I should so: 
Were I the Ghost that walk'd, Il'd bid you marke 
Her eye, and tell me for what dull part in't 8a 

You chose her; then Il'd shricke, that even your eares 
Should riit^to heare me, and the words that ToUow'd, 
Should be. Remember mine. - ^split 

Lee. Starres, Starres, 
And all eyes else, dead coales: feare thou no Wife; - 
He have no Wife, Paulina. 

Paul. Will you swcare 
Never to marry, but by my free leave? 

Lea. Never (^Paulina') so be ble&s'd my Spirit. 89 

Paul. Then good my Lords, beare witnesse to hit Oath. 

Cleo. You tempt him over-much, 

Paul. Unlease another. 
As like Htrmisne, as is her Picture, 
Affront^ his eye. ^come kefere 

Cleo. Good Madame, I have done. 

Paul. Yet if my Lord will marry: if you will, Sirj 
No remedie but you will: Give me the Office 
To chuse you a Queene: she shall not be so young 
As was your former, but she shall be such 99 

As (walk'd your first Queenes Ghost) it should take joy 
To see her in your armes, 

Leo. My true Paulina, 
We shall not marry, till thou bidst us. 

Paul That 

7S. >rtn(i<m«.-Ju.tc«uie-j-4F. 
95. / bam int: giTca to PiuI-Catuj:. 
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Shall be when your lirst Queene's againe in breiih: 
Never till then. 

Enttr a Servant. 

Sir. One that gives out himselie Prince Flsrizttl, 
Sonne oi Polixene!, with his Princeise (she 
The fairest I have yet beheld) desires accesge no 
To your high presence. 

Lt». What with him? he comes not 
Like lo his Fathers Greatnesse; his approach 
(So out of circumstance, and suddaine) tells us, 
'Tis not a Visitation fram'd, but forc'd 
By need, and accident. What Trayne? 

Ser, But few. 
And those but mesne. 

Lea. His Princnae (lay you) with him? 119 

Ser. I; the most peerelesse peece of Earth, I think. 
That ere the Sunne shone bright on. 

Paul. Oh Hermhae, 
As every present Time doth boast it selfe 
Above a better, gone; so must thy Grave 
G\vt way to what's scene now. Sir, you your selfc 
Have said, and writ so; but your writing now 
Is colder then that Theatne: she had not beene. 
Nor was not to be equall'd, thus your Verse 
Flow'd with her Eeautie once; 'tis shrewdly ebb'd. 
To say you have seene a belter. 130 

Ser. Pardon, Madame: 
The one, I have almost forgot (your pardon:) 
The other, when she ha's obiayn'd your Eye, 
Will have your Tongue too. This is a Creature, 
Would she begin a Sect, might quench the zeale 

107, &rvani! Qentleman, and so througbmt— Thiobald. 
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Of rII Professors else; make Prosclyiei 
Of who she but bid follow. 

Paul. Howf not women? 

Sit. Women will love her, that she b a Woman 
More worth then any Man: Men, that she b 140 

The rarest of all Women. 

Let. Goe CUemines, 
Your setfe (asusted with your honor'd Friends) 
Bring them to our embracement. Still 'ds strange. 
He thus should gteale upon us. Exit 

\CUtmenes anj otberi]. 

Paul. Had our Prince 
(Jewell of Children) seene this houre, he had payr'd 
Well with this Lord; there was not foil a moneth 
Bctweenc ihcir births. 

Lee. 'Prethee no more; cease: thou know'st ijo 
He dyes to me againe, when talk'd-of: sure 
When I shall see this Gentleman, thy speeches 
Will bring me to consider that, which may 
Unfiimish me of Reason. They are come. 

Enter FUrixell, Perdita, Cleomines, and olberi. 
Youi Mother was most true to Wedlock, Prince, 
For she did print your Royall Father off. 
Conceiving you. Were I but twende one. 
Your Fathers Image is so hit in you, 
(Hia very ayre) that I should call you Brother, 1 60 
As I did him, and speake of something wildly 
By us perform'd before. Moat dearely welcome. 
And your faire Princesae (Goddesse) oh: alas, 
1 lost a couple, that 'twixt Heaven and Earth 
Might thus have stood, begetting wonder, as 
You (gradous Couple) doc: and then I lost 
(All mine ovme Folly) the Societie, 
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Amide too of your bnve Father, whom 

(Though bearing Miaerie) 1 desire my life 

Once more to looke on him. 170 

¥k. By hit commind 
Have 1 here touch'd Siciba, and from him 
Give you all greetingi, that a King (at fHeud) 
Can (end hia Brother: and but Infirmitie 
(Which waiti upon wome times) ha[h something sdz'd 
His wiih'd Abilitie, he had himselfe 
The Landa and Waters, 'twiit your Throne and hjf, 
Meaiur'd, to looke upon you; whom he loves 
(He bad me say so) more then all the Scepters, 
And those that beare them, living. iSo 

Lea. Oh my Brother, 
(Good Gentleman) the wrongs I have done thee.stiire 
Afresh within mer and these thy offices 
(So rarely kind) are as Inierpreters 
or my behind-hand slackneue. Welcome hither. 
As is the Spring to th' Earth. And hath he too 
Expos'd this Paragon to th'fearefiJl usage 
(At least ungentle) of the dreadfiill Neptune, 
To greet a man, not worth her paines; much lesse, 
Th'adventure of her perscm? 190 

Flo. Good my Lord, 
She came from Libia. 

Lei. Where the Warlike Smalm, 
That Noble honor'd Lord, is fear'd, and lov'd? 

Fh. Most Royall Sir, 
From thence: from him, whose Daughter 
His Teares proclaym'd his parting with her: thence 
(A prosperous South-wind friendly) we have cross'd, 
To execute the Charge my Father gave me, 

195-6. I I.-Hammik. 
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For visiting your Highncsse: My best Traine zoo 

I have from your Sicilian Shores dismiu'd; 

Who for Bohemia bend, lo signifie 

Not onely my successe in Liiia (Sir) 

But my urivall, and my Wifes, in safetie 

Here, where we are, 

Leo. The blessed Gods 
Purge all Infection from our Ayre, whileat you 
Doe Clymate here: you have a holy Father, 
A graceitlill Gentleman, against whose person 
(So sacred as it is) I have done sinne, 210 

For which, the Heavens (taking angry note) 
Have left me Issoe-lesse: and your Father's bless'd 
(As he from Heaven merits it) with you. 
Worthy his goodnesse. What might I have been, 
Might I a Sonne and Daughter now have look'd on. 
Such goodly things as you? 

Enter a Lord. 

Lord. Most Noble Sir, 
That which I shall repon, will beare no credit, z 1 9 
Were not the proofe so nigh. Please you (great Sir) 
Bebemia greets you from himaelfe, by me: 
Desires you to attach his Sonne, who ba's 
(His Dignitie, and Dutie both cast olT) 
Fled from his Father, from his Hopes, and with 
A Shepheards Daughter. 

Leo. Where's Bohemia} speake: 

Lord. Here, in your Citie: I now cane from him. 
I speake amazedly, and it becomes 
My mervaile, and my Message. To your Court 
Whiles he was hastnmg (in the Chase, it seemes, 230 
or this &ire Couple) meetes he on the way 
The Father of this seeming Lady, and 
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Her Brother, having both their Countrey quitted. 
With this young Prince, 

Fie. CamUla ha's bctr»y'd mc; 
Whose honor, and whose honestie till now, 
Endur'd all Weathers. 

Lard. Lay't so to his charge: 
He's with the King your Father. 

Lit. Who? Camillai t^o 

Lerd. Camilla (Sir;) I tpake with him: who now 
Ha's these poore men in question.' Never saw 1 
Wretches so quake: they kneele, they kisae the Earth; 
Foraweare themselves as often as they speake: 
Bebemia stops his eares, and threatens them 
With divers deaths, in death, 1 cmvirsat'm 

Perd. Oh jaf poore Father: 
The Heaven sets Spyes upon us, will not have 
Our Contract celebrated. 

I^e. You are marryed? i;o 

Flo. We are not (Sir) nor are we like to be: 
The Starres (I sec) will tisse the VaUeyes first: 
The oddes tor high and low's alike. 

Lee. My Lord, 
Is this the Daughter of a King? 

rio. She is. 
When once she is my Wife. 

Lea. That once (I see^ by your good Fathers speed, 
Will come-on very slowly. I am sorry 
(Most sorry) you have broken from his liking, z6o 
Where you were ty'd in dutie: and as sorry. 
Your Choise is not so rich in Worth, ^ as Beautie, 
That you might well enjoy her. 2 ^lahh 

Fie. Deare, looke up; . 
Though Fortune, visible an Eneinie, 
Should chase us, with my Father; powre no jot 
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Hath she to change our Lovm. Beseech you (Sir) 
Remember, since you ow'd no more to Time 
Then 1 doc now: with thought of such Affectiona, 
Step forth mine Advocate: at your request, 170 

My Father will graunt precious things, as Trifies. 

Leo. Would he doe ao, I' Id beg your precious Mistris, 
Which he counts but a Trifle. 

Paul. Sir (my lJege_^ 
Your eye hath too much youth in't; not a moneth 
'Fore yourQuecnedy'd, she was more worth such gazes. 
Then what you looke on now. 

Lea. I thought of her. 
Even in these Lookes I made. [TV Flerizef] But your 
Petition I 

la yet un-anawer'd: 1 will to your Father: 280 

Your Honor not o're-throwne by your desires, 
I am friend to them, and you: Upon which Errand 
I now goc toward him: therefore follow me, 
And morke what way I make: Come good my Lord. 
Exeuai. 
Scasna Secunda. 
^Be/ire Leoalei' paiate.'\ 
Enter AuUlkus, and a Gentleman. 

Aut. Beseech you (Sir) were you present at this Re- 

Gent. I . I was by at the opening of the Farthell, heard 
the old Shepheard deliver the manner how he found it: 
Whereupon (after a little amazedncsse) we were all com- 
manded out of the Chamber: onely this (me thought) I 
heard the Shepheard say, he found the Child. 

Aut, I would most gladly know the issue of it. 10 

5. Farxbtll: fardel-l-4F. 
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Gent. I . I make a broken deliverie of the I 
butthechuignl perceived ID the KiDg,aDd Camilie,vat 
very Note* of adminiioD: they seem'd almoit, withitt- 
ring on one another, (o teare the Caoes of their Eyn, 
There w«s speech in thar dumbnease. Language in chor 
very gesture: they look'd as they had heard of a World 
ransoin'd, or one deacroyed: a notable pusioc of Won- 
der appeared in them: but the wisest beholder, thai knew 
no more but seeing, could not say, if th'impoitancewete 
Joy, or Sorrow; but in the eiitremitie of the one, it miut 
needs be. Enttr another Gentlemen. 11 

Here comes a Gentleman, that happily known more: 
The Newes, Rugero. 

Cent. 2. Nothing but Bon-lireG: the Oracle is fulfill'd; 
the Kings Daughter is found: such a deale of wonder is 
broken out within this houre, that Ballad-makers cannot 
be able to eiprcssc it. Enter another Gentleman. 
Here cornea the lady Paulina's Steward, hce can deliver 
youmore. Howgoei it now (Sir. ) This Newes (which 
iscali'd true)iaso tikean old Tale, that thevericieofitls 
in strong suspition: Ha's the King found his Heire/ ]i 

Gent. 3 . Moat true, if ever Truth were pregnant by 
Circumstance: That which you hcare, you'le sweare 
you see, there is such unitie in the proofes. The Mande 
of Qucene Hermiones: her Jewell about the Neck of it: 
the Letters of Anltgonui found with it, which they know 
to be hia Character: the Majestic of the Creature, m re- 
semblance of the Mother: the Affection ofNoblenesK, 
which Nature shewes above her Breeding, and many 0- 
ther Evidences, procliyme her, with all certalnde, to be 
the Kings Daughter. Did you aee the meeting of the 
two Kings? , 4: 

Gent.i. No. 

II, baf/alj! haply-CoLuai. 
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G^nt.j. Then have you lose a Sight which wai to bee 
scene, cannot bee spoken of. There might you have be- 
held one Joycrowne another, so uui in auch manner, that 
it aeem'd Sorrow wept to lake leave of them: for their 
Joy waded in teares. There was casting up of Eyes, hol- 
ding up of Hands, with Countenanceof such distraction, 
that they were to be knowne by Garment, not by Favor. 
Our King being ready to leape out of himselfe, for joy of 
his found Daughter; as if that joy were now become a 
Losac, cryes, Oh, thy Mother, thy Mother: then aske* 
Baiieiniii (otgiveneisc, then embraces his Sonne-in-Law: 
then againe worryes he his Daughter, with clipping her. 
Now he thanks the old Shepheard ( which stands by, like 
a Weather-bitten Conduit, of many Kings Reignes. ) I 
never heard of such another Encounter; which Umea Re- 
port to follow it, and undo's description to doe it. 

Grni.2 What, 'pray you, became o{ Jntigonus, that 
carryed hence the Child? 61 

Gent, J. Like an old Tale still, which will have matter 
CO rehearse, though Credit be asleepe, and not an eare o- 
pen; he was torne to pieces with a Beare: This avouches 
the Shcpheards Sonne; who ha's not onely his Innocence 
(which seemesmuch) tojustifie him, but a Hand-kerchief 
and Rings of his, that Paulina knowes. 

Gtal. I . What became of his Barke, and his Fol- 
lowers? 69 

Gent. 3. Wrackt the same instant of their Masters 
death, and in the view of the Shepheard: so thai all the 
Instruments which ayded to expose the Child, were even 
then lost, when it was found. But oh the Noble Combat, 
that ' twixt Joy and Sorrow was fought in Paulina. Shee 
had one Eyedeclin'd for the !osse of her Husband, ano- 
ther elevated, that the Oracle was fiilfiU'd; Shee lifted the 
Princesse from the Earth, and so locks her in embracing. 
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M if thee would pb her to her heart, that shee might no 
more be in danger of loosing. 

Gtnt. I . The Dignide of [hii Act was worth the au- 
dieDce of ICingt and Princes, for by such was it acied. i\ 

Gent. 3. One of the prettyest touches of all, and that 
which ftngl'd for mine Eyes (caught the Water, though 
not the Fish) wis, when at the Relation of the Queencj 
death (with the manner how shee came Eo't, bravely con- 
less'd, and lamented by ihe King) how atientivenesse 
wounded his Daughter, till (Irom one signe of dolour (o 
another) sheedjd (withan vf/dj)l would fainc say, hlecd 
Tearet; for I am lure, my heart wept blood. Who was 
most Marble, iherechanged colour: someswownded, all 
sorrowed: if all the World could have seen't, the Woe 
had beene universal). 91 

Genl. I. Are they returned to the Court? 

Gfat. ]. No: The Princesse hearing of her Mothen 
Statue (which is in the keeping of /'au/iAn) a Peece many 
yeeres in doing, and now newly perform'd, by that rare 
Italian Master,5'ft//i'Se«^»i',who (had he himselfe Eier- 
nitie, and could put Breath into hia Worke) would be- 
guile Nature of her Custome, so perfectly he is her Ape: 
He so neerc to Hermione, hath done Hcrmione, that they 
say one would speake to her, and stand in hope of answer. 
Thither (with all greedinesse of affection) are ihey gone, 
and there they intend 10 Sup. loj 

Gtnt. 2. I thought she had some great matter there in 
hand, for shee hath privately, twice or thrice a day, evet 
since the death ofWirrjmwn^, visited that removed' House. 
Shall wee thither, and with our companie peece the Rt- 
joycing? 1 retirii 

Gmt. I . Who would be thence, that ha's the benefit 
of Accesse? every winke of an Eye, some new Giicc 
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will be bome: our Absence makes us unthriftie to our 
Knowledge. Lei's along. Exit. 1 11 

jittt. Now (had I not the dash of my former lile in 
me) would Preferment drop on my head. I brought the 
old man and his Sonne aboord the Prince; told him, I 
heard them talkeofa Farchell, and I know not what: but 
he ai that time over-fond of the Sheph cards Daughter (so 
he then tookeher tobe) who began to be much Sea-sick, 
and himselfe little better, eitremitie of Weather conti- 
nuing, tbis Mysterie remained undiscovcr'd. But 'tis all 
one to me: for had I beene the finder-out of this Secret, 
it would not have rellish'd among my other discredits. 

Enter Shepbeard and Cistaae. 113 

Here come those I have done good to against my vsdil, 
and alreadie appearing in the blossomes of their For- 

Sbep. Come Boy, 1 am past moe Children: but thy 
Sonnes and Daughters will be all Gentlemen borne. 

Cleiv. You are well met (Sir. ) you deny'd to fight 
with mee this other day, because I was no Gentleman 
borne. See you these Clothes? say you see them not, 
and thinke me still no Gentleman borne: You were best 
say these Robes are not Gentlemen borne. Give me the 
Lye: doe: and try whether I am not now a Gentleman 

Ant. Iknow youare now (Sir) a Gentleman borne. 
Clote. I, and have been so any time these foure houres. 
Sbep. And so have I, Boy. 138 

Clmii. So you have: bm I was a Gentleman borne be- 
fore my Father: for the Kings Sonne tookc me by the 
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hand, and call'd mee Brother: and then the two Kings 
call'd my Father Brother; and then the Prince ftay Bro- 
ther) and the Princesse (my Sister) call'd my Father, Fa- 
ther; I and ao wee wepl: and there was the first Genlle- 
man-Iike | teares that ever we shed. 

Sliefi. We may live (Sonne) to shed many more. 

CJffiv. I: OTelse'twerehardluck.bnnginso preposte- 

jful. I humbly beseech you (Sir) to pardon me all the 
fiiulta I have commltled to your Worship, and to give 
me your good report to the Prince my Master. i ; i 

Sbep. 'Preihee Sonne doe: for wemust be gentle, now 
we are Gentlemen. 

Ofctf. Thou wilt amend thy bfe.' 

jfot. I, and it like your good Worship. 

C/ffta. C^ve me ihyhand: I will sweare to the Prince, 
thou art as honest a true Fellow as any is in Bebfmia. 

Sbep. You may say it, but not sweare it. 

Cha. Not sweare it, now I am a Gentleman? Let 
Boores and Franctdins^ say it. He sweare it. "^ytsmtn 

Sbep. How if ii be false (Sonnei*) i6i 

Clete. If it be ne're so &lse, a true Gentleman may~ 
sweare it, in the behalfe of his Friend; And He sweare ii^- 
the Prince, thou art a tall ^ Fellow of thy hands, and thair^ 
thou wilt not be dninke: but I know thou art no tall Fel- 
low of ihy hands, and that thou will be drunke; but Il^r^ 
sweare it, and I would thou would'st be a tall Fellow oF 
thy hands. '^activ^^' 

Aat. I will prove ao (Sir) to my power, 16^7 

Chw. I, by any meanesprovea tali Fellow: if I do nc^ 
wonder, how thou dar'st venture to be drunke, not bein ^g 
a tall Fellow, trust me not, Harke, the Kings and the Pri™ — 

15;. ani.- aa-HANMM. 
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CM (our Kindred) sire going to see the Queenea Picture. 
Come, Mow us: wee'le be tliy good Masters. Exeani. 



\_A ebapel in Paulina^ s bouie.~\ 

Enter Leante;, Polixencs, Flarizeli, Piriits, Camilla, 
Paulina: Hermione {like a Statue:) Lords, i^c. 



Paul. What (Soveraigne Sir) 
I did not well, I meant well: all my Services 
You have pay'd home. But that you have vouchsaf'd 
(With your Crown'd Brother,and these your contracted 
Hcireaofyour Kingdomes) mypoore House to visit; lo 
It is a surplus of your Grace, which never 
My life may last to answere. 

Lee. O Paulina, 
Wc honor you with trouble: but we came 
To see the Statue of our Queene. Your Gallerie 
Have we pass'd through, not without much content 
In many singularities; but we saw not 
That which my Daughter came to looke upon. 
The Statue of her Mother. 

Paul. As she liv'd peerelesse, lO 

So her dead likenesse I doe well bcleeve 
Excells what ever yet you loot'd upon. 
Or hand of Man hath done: therefore I keepe it 
Lovely, apart. But here it is: prepare 
To see the Ufe as lively mock'd, as ever 
Still Sleepe mock'd Death: behold, and say 'tis well. 
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[Paulina draws a turtain, and diueven Hirmitiu 
standing like a sUtiu.'\ 
I like your ailcnce, it the more ahcwea-off 
Your wonder: but yet speake, first you (my LJege) 
Comes it not something neatf 

Lee. Her naturall Posture. ]o 

Chide me (deare Stone) that 1 may say indeed 
Thou art Hermione; or rather, thou art she. 
In thy not chiding: for she was as tender 
As Infancie, and Grace. But yet (^Paulina) 
Hermioni was not so much wrinckled, nothing 
So aged as this seemes. 

Pol. Oh, not by much. 

Paul. So much the more our Carvers excellence. 
Which lets goe-by some MXteene yeercs, and makes btr 
As she liv'd now. 40 

Lea. As now she might have done. 
So much to my good comfort, as it is 
Now pierdng to my Soule. Oh, thus she stood. 
Even with such Life of Majestic (warme Life, 
As now it coldly stands) when first I woo'd her. 
I am asham'd; Do's not the Stone rebuke me. 
For being more Stone then it? Oh Royal) Peece: 
There's Magick in thy Majestie, which ha's 
My Evils conjur'd to remembrance; and 
From thy admiring Daughter tooke the Spirits, {O 
Standing like Stone with thee. 

Perd, And give me leave. 
And doe not say 'tis Superstition, that 
I kneele, and then implore her Blessing. Lady, 
Deere Queene, that ended when I but began. 
Give me that hand of yours, to kisse. 

Paul. O, patience: 
The Sutue is but newly fix'd; the Colour's 
Not dry. 
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Cam. My Lord, your Sorrow was loo sore lay'd-on. 
Which sixteenc Winters cannot blow away, 61 

So many Summers dry: scarce any Joy 
Did ever so long live; no Sorrow, 
But kill'd it selfe much sooner. 

Pel. Deere my Brother, 
Let him, that was the cause of this, have powre 
To take-off so much griefc from you, as he 
Will peece up in himielfe. 

Paul. Indeed my LDrd, 
If I had thought the sight of my poore Image 70 

Would thus have wrought you (for the Stone is mine) 
Il'd not have shew'd it. 

Lea. Doc not draw the Curtaine. 

Paul. Nolonger shall you gaze on't, least your Fande 
May thinke anon, it moves. 

Lea. Let be, let be: 
Would I were dead, but that me thinkes alreadie. 
(What was he that did make it?) See (my Lord) 
Would you not deeme it breath'd? and that those vdnes 
Did verily beare blood f 80 

Pol. 'Masterly done: 
The very life seemes warme upon her Uppe. 

Lea. The fixure of her Eye ha's motion in't. 
As we are mock'd with Art. 

Paal. He draw the Curtaine; 
My Lord's almost so farre transported, that 
Hee'le thinke anon it lives. 

Lea, Oh sweet Paulina, 
Make me to thinke so twentie yeerej together: 
No setlcd Sences of the World can match 90 

The pleasure of that madnesse. Let't alone. 

Paul. Iamsorry(Sir)Ihavcthus farre stir'd you: but 
I could afflict you farther. 

Lea. Doe Paulina: 
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For this Affliction lii'« i lastc as sweet 
As tay Cordiall comfort. Still me thinkes 
There is an ayrc comes from her. What fine Cbizatll 
Could ever yet cut breathe Let no man mock mc. 
For 1 will kisse her. 

Paul. Good my Lord, forbeare: loo 

The ruddinesse upon her Lippe, is wet: 
You'le maire it, if you kisse it; stayne your owoe 
With Oyly Painting; shall I dnvr the Curtaine. 

Leo. No; not these twcntie yeeres. 

PtrJ. So long could I 
Stand-by, a looker-on. 

Piiu/. Either forbeare. 
Quit presently the Chappell, or resolve you 
For more amazement: if you can behold it, 
lie make the Statue move indeed; descend, 110 

And take you by the hand: but then you'le thinke 
(Which I protest against) I am assisted 
By wicked Powers. 

Leo, What you can make her doe, 
I am content to looke on; what to speake. 

To make her speake, as move. 

Paul. It is requir'd 
You doe awake your Faith: then, all stand stiU; 
On: those thai thinke it is unlawfiill Businesse 110 
I am about, let them depart. 

Leo. Proceed: 
No foot shall stirre. 

PauL Musick; awake her: Strike: [^Muiit] 
'Tis time; descend: be Stone no more: approach; 
Strike all that looke upon with mcrvaile: Come: 
He fill your Grave up: stirre; nay, come away: 
Bequeath to Death your numnesse: (for from him, 
log 
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Dcare life redeemes you) you perceive she stttres; 

[^Hermiaue comes dovinS\ 
Start not: her Actions shall be holy, as 130 

You heare my Spell is lawftill: doe not shun her, 
Untill you see her dye againe; for then 
Vou till her double; Nay, present your Hand: 
When she was young, you ivoo'd her; now, in age, 
la she become the Suitor? 

Leo. Oh she's warme: 
ir this be Magick, let it be an Art 
Law full as Eating. 

Pol. She embraces bim. 

Cam. She bangs about bis necke, 140 

If she periaire to life, let her speakc too. 

Pel. I, and make it manifest where she ha's liv'd. 
Or how siolne from the dead? 

Paul. That she is living. 
Were it but told you, should be hooted at 
Like an old Tale: but it appeares she lives. 
Though yet she speake not. Marke a little while: 
Please you to interpose (faire Madam) kneele. 
And pray your Mothers blessing: turne good Lady, 
Our Perdita is found. 1 50 

Her. You Gods looke downe. 
And from your sacred Viols poure your graces 
Upon my daughters head: Tell me (mine owne) 
Where hast thou bin preserv'd? Where liv'd? How found 
Th) Fathers Court? For thou sbalt heare that I 
Knowing by Paulina, that rhe Oracle 
Gave hope thou wast in being, have preserv'd 
My selfe, to see the yssue. 

Paul. There's ttme enough for that. 
Least they desire (upon this push) to trouble 160 

tjfi. rbt: miiprint IF. 159. /One: miiprint iF. 
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Yourjoyei, wiili like ReUtJon. Go u^ether 
You predoua wioDCrE all: your exultation 
Partake to every one: I («n old Turtle) 
Will wing me to tome wither'd bough, and there 
My Mate (that's never to be found againe) 
Lament, till I am lost. 

Leo. O peace Paulina'. 
Thou shouldsi a huaband take by my consent. 
As I by thine a Wife. This is a Match, 165 

Andmadebetweene'sby Vowea. Thou hast found mint, 
But how, is to be question'd; for I saw her 
(As I thought) dead: and have (in vaine) said many 
A prayer upon her grave. He not seeke ^rre 
(For him, I partly know his minde) to finde thee 
An honourable husband. Come CamilU, 
And take her by the hand: whose worth, and honetiy 
Is richly noted; and heere justified 
By Us, a paire of Kings. Let's from this place. 
What? looke upoD my Brother: both your pardons. 
That ere I put betweene your holy lookcs 180 

My ill suspition: This your Son-in-law, 
And Sonne unto the King, whom heavens directing 
Is troth-plight to your daughter. Good Pauline, 
Leade us from hence, where we may, leyaurely 
Each one demand, and answere to his part 
Perfbrm'd in thia wide gap of Time, since firat 
We were dissever'd; Hastily lead away. Exemi. 



The Names of the Actors. 
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Sebastian, Hj iratber. 

Prospero, the right Duke of Milan. 

Amomo, hij irflber, the usurping Dakt ef MihM. 

Fekdinand, SDH to the King of Naples. 

GoNZALo, an bsnest eld Ceunstlhr. 
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Trinculo, 
Stephano, 


1 savage and deformed Slave, 
a Jester, 
a drunken Butler. 


Master of: 
Boaiswain. 


a Ship. 


Mariners. 




Miranda, 
Ariel, an 


daughter to Praspero. 
airy Spirit. 


Ceres, | 




j«NO, 

Nymphs, 
Reaper,, J 


■ presented iy Spirits. 



Other Spirits attending on Prospero. 
Scene: J ship at sea: an island.^ 



THE TEMPEST 



Actus primus, Scena prima. 

[On a ship at ita.'\ 
A ttmptitMuimise Bf Thunder and Ligbtningbeari: En- 
ter a Sbip-maiter, and a Betestaaini. 

BOTE-SWAINE. 
Botes. Heere Muter: What cheeref 
Mest. Good.' Speake to th'Marineri: fall | too't, 
yarely,' or we run our selves a ground, | bestiire, 
bestirre. ' liveij Exit. 

Enter Mariners. lo 

Boles. Hdgh ray hearts, cheerely, cheerely my harts: 
yare, yare;^ Take in the toppe-sale; Tend to th'Masters 
whistle: Blow till thou burst thy winde, if rooijie e- 
nough. ^ftiiei 

Eater AUnio, Sebastian, Anthonio, Ferdinando, 

Ganzale, and otbirs. 
Alon. Good Boteswaine have care: where'i the Ma- 
ster? Play the men. 

tj. Anbonh: AntoDio-Rowtj all ihrough-CAnLL. 
ij. Fer£ma*Jn Fcrdlnand-Rowi. 
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Boiti. I pray now keqK below. 

Jnih. Where is the Master, Boson? 10 

Botes. Do you not hcare him? you marre our labour, 
Keepe your Cabines: you do assist the storme. 

Ganz. Nay, good be patient. 

Botes, When the Sea is: hence, what cares these ros- 
ters for the name of King? to Ca bine; silence: trouble 

Gott. Good, yet remember whom thou hast aboord. 

Botes. None that I more love then my selfe. You are 
a Counsellor, if you can command these Elements to si- 
lence, and worke the peace of the present, wee will not 
hand a rope more, use your authoritie: If you cannot, 
give thankes you have liv'd so long, and make your 
selft readie in your Cabine for the mischance of tbt 
houre, if it so hap. Cheerely good hearts: out of oui 
way I say. Exit. 

Gon. I have g^^t comfort from this fellow: methinb 
he hath no drowning marke upon him, his complexion 
is perfect Gallowes: stand fast good Fate to his han- 
ging, make the rope of his destiny our cable, for onr 
owne doth little advantage: If he be not borne to bee 
hang'd, our case is miserable. Exit. 41 



Botes. Downewith the top-Mast: yare, lower, lower, 
bring her to Try with Maine-course. A plague 

^ ery toithin. Enter Sebastian, Antbonio i^ Gonzah. 
upon this howling: they are lowder then the weather, 
or our office: yet againe? What do you heere? Shal we 
give ore and drowne, have you a minde to sjnke ? 
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Stiai. A poxe o'your throat, you bawling, blasphe- 
mous incharitable Dog. 50 

Sales. Worke you then. 

jiati. Hang cur, hang, you whoreson insoleni Noyse- 
mater, we are lease afraid lo be drownde, ihen thou art. 

Gonz. I'le warrant him for drowning, though the 
Ship were no stronger then a Nutl-shell, and as leaky as 
an unslanehed wench. 

Bales. Lay her a hold, a hold, set her twocourses off 
to Sea againe, lay her off. 

Eater Mariners toet. 

Mart. All lost, to prayers, to prayers, all lost, 60 

Bates. What must our mouths be cold.' 
Genz. The King,and Prince,at prayers,let's asust them, 
for our case is as theirs. 

Sebas. I'am out of patience. 

An. We are meerly cheated of our lives by drunkards. 
This wide-chopt-rascall, would thou mightat lye drow- 
ning the washing of ten Tides. 

Gon:^. Hee'l be hang'd yet. 
Though every drop of water sweare against it. 
And gape at widst to glut him. A con/used najse teilbin. 
Mercy on us. 7 1 

We split, we split. Farewell my wife, and children. 
Farewell brother: we split, we split, we split. 

Anlb. Let's all sinke with'King _ 

Sei. Let's take leave of him. Exit. 

Gonz, Now would I give a thousand ftirlongs of Sea, 
for an Acre of barren ground.- Long heath, Browne 

6l-J. new I. It For-POPE, 66-7. ntw 1. at The-Popi. 

71-3. as stage cries indicating canfuitd mya ■withii-CanLt.. 
74. wilb'Kiw: with tha klng-Rowi. 
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fitTi, any thing; the will» above be done, bui I would 
bine dye a dry death. Exit. 



Scena Secunda. 

[The island.-} 

Enter Prespere and Miranda. 

Mira. If by your Art (my deerest fecherj you have 
Put the wild waters in this Rore; alay them; 
The gkye it seemes would powre down stinking pilch, 
But that the Sea, mounting to ih' welkins chceke, 
Daahea the lire out. Oh! I have suffered 
With those that I saw sufier: A brave vessell 
(Who had no doubt some noble creature in her) 
Dash'd all to peeces: O the cry did knocks 10 

Against my very heart: poore soules, they perish'd. 
Had I byn any God of power, I would 
Have sunckc the Sea within the Earth, or ere 
It should the good Ship so have swallow'd, and 
The fraughting' Soules within her. ^ led'mi 

Pros. Be collected. 
No more amazement: Tell your pitteous heart 
there's no harme done. 

Mira, O woe, the day. 

Pres. No harme: lo 

1 have done nothing, but in care of thee 
(Of thee ray dcere one; thee my daughter) who 
Art ignorant ol what thou art. naught knowing 
Of whence I am: nor that I am more better 
Then Preiptra, Master of a foil poore cell. 
And thy no greater Father. 

Mira. More to know 
Did never medle with my thoughts. 
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Pros. 'Tia time 
I should infonne thee &rther; Lend thy hand 30 

And plucke my Magick garment tram me: So, 

[Layi down bis mantle.'] 
Lye there my Art: wipe thou thine eyes, have comfort. 
The direful! spectacle of the wracke which touch'd 
The very vertue of compassion in thee; 
I have with such proviMon' in mine Art ^foresight 
So safely ordered, that there is no aoule 
No not so much perdition as an hayre 
Betid to any creature in the vessel! 
Which thou heardst cry, which thou saw'st siuke: Sit 
downe, [ 
For thou must now know fiirther, 40 

Mira. Vou have often 
Begun to tell me what I am, but siopt 
And left me to a booielesse Inquisition, 
Concluding, stay; not yet. 

Pros. The howr'g now come 
The very minute byds thee ope thine eare. 
Obey, and be attentive. Canat thou remember 
A time before we came unto this Cell? 
I doe not thinke thou canst, for then thou was'i not 
Out three yeeres old, S° 

Mira. Certainely Sir, I can. 

Pros. By what? by any other houae, or person? 
Of any thing the Image, tell me, that 
Hath kept with thy remembrance. 

Mira. 'Tis farre oS: 
And rather like a dreame, then an assurance 
That my remembrance warranta; Had I not 
Fowre, or five women once, that tended me? 

Pros. Thou hadst; and more Miranda: Buthowisit 
That this lives in thy minde? What seesc thou els 60 
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In the dark-backward and Abisme of Time? 
yf thou remctnbrcst ought ere thou cam'sl here. 
How thou cam'st here thou maist. 

Mira. But that I doe not. 

Proi. Twelve yere since ( Miranda') twelve yere since, 
Thy father was the Duke of Millaine and 
A Prince of power: 

Mire. Sir, are not you my Father? 

Prts. Thy Mother was a peece of vertue, and 
She said thou wast my daughter; and thy father 70 
Was Duke of Miliaine, and his onely hejrc. 
And Princesse; no woRC Issued. 

Mira. O the heavens. 
What fowle play had we, that we came from thenct.' 
Or blessed was't we did? 

Pres. Both, both my Girlc. 
By fbwlc-play (as thou saist) were we heav'd thenct, 
But blessedly hoipe hither. 

Mira. O my heart bleedes 79 

To thinke och' teene' that I have turnM you to, "^griif 
Which is from my remembrance, please you, ^rther; 

Prss. My brother and thy uncle, cali'd jlntboMir. 
1 pray thee marke me, that a brother should 
Be so perlidiaus: he, ivhom next thy selfe 
Of all the world I lov'd, and to him put 
The mannage of my state, as at that dme 
Through all the aignorica it was the first, 
And Prospers, the ptime Duke, being so reputed 
In dignity; and for the liberal! Artes, 
Without a paralcll; those being all my scudie, 9" 

The Government I cast upon my brother. 
And to my State grew stranger, bring tranapOTted 

71. and bit: mni thou hla-HAHMU. 
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And rapt in secrei stadies, thy false uncle 
(Do'sc thou attend me?) 

Mira. Sir, most heedefblly. 

Pros, Being once perfected how to graunt suites, 
how to deny them: who t'advsnce, and who 
To trash 1 for over-topping; new created •/(!/ off 

The creatures that were mine, I say, or chang'd 'em. 
Or els new form'd 'em; having both the key, 100 
Of Officer, and office, set all hearts i'th state 
To what tune pleas'd his eare, that now he was 
The Ivy which had hid my princely Trunck, 
And suckl my verdure out on't; Thou attend'st not? 

Mira. O good Sir, I doe. 

Pros. I pray thee marke me: 
I thus neglecting worldly ends, all dedicated 
To closenes, and the bettering of my mind 
with that, which but by being so retir'd 
Ore-priz'd all popular rate: in my &lse brother 1 10 
Awak'd an evili nature, and my trust 
Uke a good parent, did beget of him 
A ^Isehood in it's contrarie, as great 
As my trust was, which had indeede no limit, 
A confidence sans bound. He being thus Lorded, 
Not onely with what my revcnew ycelded. 
But what my power might els exact. like one 
Who having into truth, by telling of it. 
Made such a synner of his memorie 
To credite his ownc lie, he did belceve lio 

He was indeed the Duke, out o'th' Substitution 
And executing th' outward fiice of Roialde 
With all prerogative: hence his Ambition growing: 
Do' St thou heare? 
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Mira. Your tale, Sir, would cure deafenessc. 

Pros. To have no Schreene between this part he pliid, 
And him he plaid it for, he needes will be 
Absolute Millaine, Me (poore man) my Ijbrarie 
Was Dukedome large enough r of temporall realties 
He thinks me now incapable. Confederates 130 

(ao dric' he was for Sway) with King of Naples 'ibirsl 
To give him Annuall tribute, doe him homage 
Subject his Coronet, to his Crowne and bend 
The Dukedom yet unbow'd (alas poore Millaine) 
To most ignoble stooping. 

Mira. Oh the heavens: 

Pros. Marke hiscondition, and th'event, then tell me 
If this might be a brother. 

Mira. I should sinne 
To thinke but Noblie of my Grand-mother, 140 

Good wombeg have borne bad sonnes. 

Pre. Now the Condition. 
This King of Naples being an Enemy 
To me inveterate, hearkens my Brothers suit. 
Which was, That he in lieu o'th' premises. 
Of homage, and I know not how much Tribute, 
Should presently extirpate me and mine 
Out of the Dukedome, and confer laire Millaine 
With all the Honors, on my brother: Whereon 
A treacherous Annie levied, one mid-night 1 50 

Fated to ch' purpose, did AntbtniB open 
The gates of Millaine, and ith' dead of darkeneue 
The ministers for th' purpose hurried thence 
Me, and thy crying selfe. 

Mir. Alack, for pitty: 
I not remembring how 1 cride out then 

119. / 
131. 1 
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Will ciy it ore againe: ii is a hint 
That wrings mine eyes too't. 

Pro. Heare a httle further. 
And then I'lc bring thee (o the present businesse 160 
Which now'a upon's: without the which, this Story 
Were most impertinent. 

Mir. Wherefore did they not 
That howre destroy us? 

Pro. Well demanded, wench: 
My Talc provokes [hat question: Deare, they durst not. 
So deare the love my people bore me: nor set 
A marke so bloudy on the buainesse; but 
With colours lairer, painted their foule ends. 
In few, they hurried us a-boord a Barke, 170 

Bore us some Leagues to Sea, where they prepared 
A rotten carkasse of a Butt, not rigg'd, 
Nor tackle, sayle, nor mast, the very rats 
Instinctively have quit it: There ihey hoyst us 
To cry to th' Sea, that roard to us; to sigh 
To th' windes, whose pitty Mghing baeke againe 
Did us but loving wrong. 

Mir. Alack, what trouble 
Was I then to you? 

Prs. O, a Chenibin 180 

Thou was't that did preserve me; Thou didst smile. 
Infused with a fortitude from heaven. 
When I have deck'd the sea with drops full salt. 
Under my burthen groan'd, which rais'd in me 
An undergoing stomacke, to beare up 
Against what should ensue. 

Mir. How came we a shore? 

Pro. By providence divine. 
Some food, we had, and some fresh water, that 

17Z. £«»: bomt-RowI. 
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A noble Neopelitan Gonzak 190 

Out of his Charity, (who being then appointed 
Master of this designe) did give us, with 
Rich garments, linnens, stuffi, and necessaries ■ 
Which since have atccded much, so of his gentlenessc 
Knowing I lov'd my bookes, he fiirnishd me 
From mine owrc Library, with volumes, that 
I prize above my Dukedome. 

Mir. Would I might 
But ever see that man. 

Pre. Now I arise, [Resumei bis manlU.'\ lOO 
Sit still, and heare the last of our sea-sorrow: 
Heere in this Hand we arriv'd, and heere 
Have I, thy Schootem aster, made thee more profit 
Then other Princesse can, that have more time 
For vainer howres; and Tutors, not so caretull. 

Mir. Hevensthankyoufor't. And now I pray you Sr, 
For still 'lis beating in my minde; your reason 
For raysing this Sea-siorme? 

Pro. Know thus fer forth, 
^y accident most strange, bauntifitll Fortuni no 

(Now my dcere Lady) hath mine enemies 
Brought to this shore: And by my prescience 
I finde my Zenith doth depend upon 
A most auspitious starre, whose influence 
If now I court not, but omit; my ibrtunes 
Will ever alter droope: Heare cease more questions. 
Thou arc inclinde to sleepe: 'tis a good dulnesse. 
And give it way: 1 know thou canst not chuse: 

\_Miraada sleep.] 
Come away. Servant, come; I am ready now. 
Approach my Ariel. Come. Enter Ariel. 210 

Ari. All hajl^, great Master, grave Sir, hailerlcomc 

Z04.. Priniiiii: priBceiiei-CAMBUDGi. 
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Toai 
To»i 

On the curld clowda: to thy strong bidding, taske 
Ariel, and all his Qualitie. 

Pre. Hast thou. Spirit, 
Performd to point, the Tempest that I bad thee. 

At. To every Article. 
I boorded the Kings ship.- now on the Beake, 
Now in the Waste,* the Deckc, in every Cabyn, ZJO 
I flam'd amazement, sometime I'ld divide '^midship 
And bume in many places; on the Top-mast, 
The Yards and Bore-spriit, would I flame distinctly. 
Then meete, andjoyne. Joves Lightning, the precursers 
O'th dreadfiill Thunder-claps more momentarie 
And sight out-running were not; the fire, and cracks 
Of sulphurous roaring, the most mighty Neptune 
Seeme to besiege, and make his bold waves tremble. 
Yea, his dread Trident shake. 

Pro, My brave Spirit, 140 

Who was 80 firme, so constant, that this coyle^ 
Would not infect his reason? 2 turmoil 

Ar. Not a soule 
But lelt a Feaver of the madde, and plaid 
Some tricks of desperation; all but Mariners 
Plung'd in the foaming bryne, and quit the vessell; 
Then all a fire with me the Kings sonne Ferdinand 
With hare up-ataring (then like reeds, not halre) 
Was the first man that leapt; cride hell is empty. 
And all the Divels are heere. 250 

Pra. Why that's my spirit: 
But was not this nye shore? 

133. BiTC-ifritt: bowipTit-Pori. 
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Jr. Close by, my Master. 

Pro. Bui are they {Aritll) safe? 

Ar. Not a haire periahd; 
On their sustaining gannenta doi a blemish. 
But fresher then before: and as thou badst me. 
In troops I have dispcrsd them 'bout the Isle: 
The Kings aonne have I landed by himselfe. 
Whom I left cooling of the Ayrc with aighes, 160 
In an odde Angle of the Isle, and sitting 
His armes in thia aad knot. 

Pro. Of the Kings ahip. 
The Marriners, say how thou hast dispoad. 
And all the rest o'th'Fleete? 

Ar, Safely in harbour 
Is the Kings shippe, in the deepe Nooke, where once 
Thou calldst me up at midnight to fetch dewe 
From the still-vext Bermiiothes, there ahe's hid; 
The Marrinen all under hatches stowed, 170 

Who, with a Charme joynd to their suffred labour 
I have left asleep: and for the rest o'th' Fleet 
(Which I dispers'd,) ihey all have met againe. 
And are upon the Mediterranian Flote ' ijiwrf 

Bound sadly home for NepUi, 
Supposing [hat they saw ihe Kinga ship wrurkt. 
And his great person periah. 

Pro. Ariel, thy charge 
Exactly is perfbrnt'd; but there's more workc: 
What is the time o'th'day? jgo 

Ar. Past the mid season. 

Pre. At least two Glasses: the time 'twixt sixinow 
Must by us both be spent most preciously. 

Ar. Is theremoretoyle? Since thou dost give mepainj, 
Let me remember thee what thou- hast promis'd. 
Which is not yet perform'd me. 
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Pro. How now? moodie? 
What is't thou canst demand? 

Ar. My Libertie. 

Prs. Before the time be out? no more: 190 

Ar. I prethee, 
Remembw I have done thee worthy service. 
Told thee no lyes, made thee no mistaking^, serv'd 
Without or grudge, or grumblings; thou did promise 
To batei me a foil yeere. '^abale 

^ Pro. Do' St thou forget 
From what a torment I did free chee? Ar. No. 

Pre. Thoudo'st: k chinkst it much to tread the Ooze 
Of the salt deepe; 

To run upon the sharpe winde of the North, joo 

To doe me businessc in the veines o'th' earth 
When it is bak'd with frost. 

Ar. I doe not Sir. 

Pre. Thou liest, malignant Thing: hast thou forgot 
The fbwie Witch Sycorax, who with Age and Envy 
Was growne into a hoope? hast thou forgot her? 

Ar. No Sir, 

Pro. Thou hast: where was she born? speak: tell me: 

Ar. Sir, in Argitr. 

Pro. Oh, was she so: I must 310 

Once in a moncth recount what thou hasl bin. 
Which thou forgetst. This damn'd Witch Sycerax 
For mischief manifold, and sorceries terrible 
To enter humane hearing, from Argier 
Thou tnow'st was banish'd: for one thing she did 
They wold not take her life: Is not this true? Ar. I, Sir. 

Pre. This blew ey'd hag, was hither brought with 
child, I 

197. new L It Ar.~for\. 
316. new I. at ^r.-Rowi. 
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And here was left by th'Saylors; thou my slave. 

As thou reports! thy selfe, was then her servant. 

And for thou wast a Spirit too delicate jio 

To act her earthy, and abhord comTnands, 

Refiising her grand hesis, she did (^ociiiic thee 

By heipe of her more potent Ministers, 

And in her most unmittigable rage. 

Into a cloven Pyne, within which rift 

Imprison'd, thou didst painefiilly remaine 

A dozen yeeres; within which space she di'd. 

And left thee there: where thou didst vent thy groanti 

As fast ag Mill-whcelea strike: Then was this Island 

(Save for the Son, that he did littour heere, }}o 

A frekelld wbelpe, hag-bome) not honour'd with 

A humane shape. 

jir. Ves: Caliban her sonne. 

Pre. Dull thing, I say so: he, that Caliban 
Whom now I keepe in service, thou best know'st 
What torment I did Jinde thee in; thy grones 
Did make wolves howle, and penetrate the breasts 
Of ever-angry Beares; it was a torment 
To lay upon the damn'd, which Sycorax 
Could not againe undoe: it was mine Art, 340 

When I arriv'd, and heard thee, that made gape 
The Pyne, and let thee out. 

Ar. I thanke thee Master, 

Pro. If thou more murmur' st, I will rend an Oake 
And peg-thee in his knotty cntrailes, dll 
Thou hast howl'd away twelve winters. 

Ar. Pardon, Master, 
I will be correspondent to command 
And doe my apryting, gendy. 

J19. wat: wuI-Rowi. J30. be: she-Rom. 
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Pra. Doe so: and after two dales 350 

I will discharge thee. 

Ar. That's my noble Master: 
What shall I doc? say what? what shall I doc? 

Pre. Goe make thy selfe like a Nymph o'lh'Sea, 
Be subject to no sight but thine, and mine: invisible 
To every eye-ball else: goe take this shape 
And hither come in't: goe: hence 
With diligence. Exit. 

Pro. Awake, deere hart awake, thou hasl slept well. 
Awake. 360 

Mir. The strangcneg of your Story, put 
Hcavinesse in me. 

Pro. Shake it off: Come on, 
Wee'll visit Caliban, my slave, who never 
Yeelds us kinde answere, 

Mir, 'Tis a villamc Sir, I doe not love to looke on. 

Pre. Bat as 'tis 
We cannot missc him: he do's make our lire. 
Fetch in our wood, and serves in Offices 
That profit us: What hoa: slave: Caliban: 370 

Thou Earth, thou: spcake. 

Cal. viitbin. There's wood enough within. 

Pro. Come forth I say, there's other busines for thee; 
Come thou Tortoys, when? Enter Ariel like a water 
Fine apparision: my (jueint Ariel, Nympb. 

Hearke in thine eare. 

Ar. My Lord, it shall be done. Exit. 

Pro. Thou poysonous slave, got by the divell himselfe 
Upon thy wicked Dam; come forth. Enter Caliban. 

Cal. As wicked dewe, as ere my mother brush'd 380 
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With Ravens feather from unwholesome Fen 
Drop on you both: A Southweat blow on yee. 
And blister you all ore. 

Pre. Forihis be sure, to night thou shah have cramps, 
Side-siitches, that shall pen thy breath up. Urchins' 
Shall for thai vast of night, that they may worke ^'mp 
All exercise on thee: thou shalt be pinch'd 
As thicke as hooy -combe, each pinch more stinging 
Then Bees thai made *em. 

Cal. I must eat my dinner: yp 

This Island's mine by Sycorax my mother. 
Which thou tafc'st from mc.- when thou cam'si first 
Thou stroakst me, it made much of me; ^vouldsc give mc 
Water with berries in't: and teach me how 
To name the bigger Light, and how the lease 
That bume by day, and night: and then I lov'd thee 
And shew'd thee ail the qualities o'th'Iste, 
The fresh Springs, Brine-pits; barren place and fertill, 
Curs'd be I that did so: All the Charmes 
Of Sycorax: Toades, Bectlca, Batta light on yon: 400 
For I am all the Subjects that you have^ 
Which first waa min owne King: and here you aty-me 
In this hard Rocke, whiles you doe keepe from me 
The rest o'th'Island. 

Pro. Thou most lying slave. 
Whom stripes may move, not kindnea; I have us'd ih« 
(Filth aa thou art) with humane care, and lodg'd thee 
In mine owne Cell, till thou didst seeke to violate 
The honor of my childe. 

Cal. Ohho, oh ho, would't had bene done: 410 
Thou didat prevent me, I had peopel'd else 
This Isle with Calibani. 

Mira. [/'rw.] Abhorred Slave, 

J93. maJe: mudall-Rowi. 
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Which any print of goodnease wilt not take. 
Being capable of all ill: I pittied thee, 
Toole pains to make thee speak, taught thee each houre 
One thing or other: when chou didst not (Savage) 
Know thine owne meaning; but wouldst gabble, like 
A thing most brutish, 1 endow'd thy purposes 419 
With words that made them knownc: But thy vildrace* 
f'Thothou didst learn) had that in't, which good natures 
Could not abide to be with; therefore wast thou 1 itsck 
Deservedly coniin'd into this Rocke, who hadst 
Deserv'd more then a prison. 

Cal. You taught me Language, and my profit on't 
Is, I know how to curse; the red-p]ague rid you 
For learning mc your language. 

Pros. Hag-seed, hence: 
Fetch us in Fewell, and be quicke thou'rt best 
Toanswer other businesse: shrug'st thou (Maltce)430 
If thou neglectst, or dost unwillingly 
What I command, lie racke thee with old Crampes, 
Fill al] thy bones with Aches, make thee rore. 
That beasts shall tremble at thy dyn. 

Cal. No, 'pray thee. 
(j1sUe\ I must obey, his Art is of such pow'r, 
ft would comroll my Dams god Setebos, 
And make a vassaile of him. 

Pro. So slave, hence. Exit Cal. 439 

Enter Ftrdinand^ Ariel, invisible plajingi^ singing. 

ArielSoag. Come unto these yellow sands, 
and then take bands: 
Curtsied when you have, and kiit 
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FooU itfedtly beere, andlhtre, andsvieeu Sprigbti bean 
the hurthm. Burthen dispersedly. 

Herkt, barkt, bmtigh waaigb: tbe ttintch- Dogges ierii, 
imvgb -tvategb. 

At. Hark, bark, 1 bears, the stratne of strut Hag Cbanli- 
eiere \ cry euiaiidli-diivie. 450 

Fer. Where (hold this Musick be? I'th aire, ortli' 
earth? | 

It sounds no more: and sure it waytes upon 
Some God 'oth'Iland, sitting on a banke. 
Weeping agaire the King my Fathers wracke. 
This Mosicke crept by me upon the waters. 
Allaying both their fury, and my passion 
With it's sweet ayre: thence I have follow'd it 
(Or it hath drawne me rather) but 'tis gone. 
No, it begins againe. 

Ariell Song. Full /adorn Jive tby Father lies, 460 
Of his bones are Corrall made: 
Those art pearles that were bis eies, 
Nothing af bim that doth fade. 
But doth suffer a Sea-change 
Into something rich, EjT strange: 
Sea-Nimpbs hourly ring his knell. 

Burthen: ding dong. 
Harke note I beare them, ding-dong bell. 

Per. The Ditty do's remember my drowo'd lather. 
This is no mortal! busines, nor no sound 470 
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That the earth ov/ts:^ I heare it now above me. 

Prff. The fringed Curtainw of thine eye advance. 
And say what thou aee'at yond. 1 claims 

Mira. What is't a Spirit? 
Lord, how it lookes about: Beleeve me sir. 
It carries a brave forme. But 'tis a spirit. 

Pro. No wench, it eats, andsleeps, ithath such senses 
As we have: such. This Gallant which thou seest 
Was in the wracke: and but hee's something scain'd^ 
With greefe (that's beauties canker) thou mighc'st call 
him I '^disfigured 480 

A goodly person: he hath lost his fellowea. 
And strayea about to finde 'em. 

Mir. I might call him 
A thing divine, for nothing natural! 
I ever saw so Noble. 

Pro. ^jiside] It goes on I see 
As my soulc prompts it; Spirit, fine spirit. Be free thcc 
Within two daycs for this. 

Per. Most sure the Goddegse 4S9 

On whom these ayres attend: Vouchsafe mypray'r 
May know if you remaine upon this Island, 
And that you will some good instruction give 
How I may bewe me heere; my prime request 
(Which I do last pronounce) is fO you wonder) 
If you be Mayd, or no? 

Mir. No wonder Sir, 
But ceruinly a Mayd. 

Per. My Language? Heavens: 
I am the best of them that spcake this speech. 
Were I but where 'tis spoken. joo 

Pre. How? the best? 
What wer'c thou if the King of Naples heard thee? 

Per. A single thing, as I am now, that wonders 
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To hears thee spe«ke of Neflfs: he do's heare me. 
And that he do's, I wccpe; my aelfr am Naples, 
Who, with mine eyes (never since at ebbe) beheld 
The King my Father wrack't. 

Mir. Alacke, for mercy. 

Fer. Yes bith, & all his Lords, the Duke oi Milkini 
And his brave sonne, being twaine. jio 

Pro. [Aside] The Duke o( Millaine 
And hia more braver daughter, could controU' thee 
If now 'twere fit to do't: At the first sight ^eonfiili 
They have chang'd eyes: Delicate Ariel, 
He set thee free for this. [To Fer.] A word good Sir, 
I feare you have done your selfe some wrong: A word. 

Mir. Why spcakes my father so ungently? This 
Is the third man that ere I saw: the first 
That ere I »gh'd for: pitty move my &iher 
To be enclin'd my way. 510 

Fer. O, ifa Virgin, 
And your affection not gone forth. He make yon 
The Queene of Naples. 

Pro. Soft sir, one word more. [AsiJe] 
They ore both in eythers pow'rs: But thu swift bunnes 
I must uneasie make, least coo light winning 
Make the prize light, [To Fer.] One word more: I 
charge thee | 

That thou attend me: Thou do'st heere uaurpe 
The name thou ow'sc not, and hast put thy selfe 
Upon this Island, as a spy, to win it 530 

From me, the Lord on't. 

Fer. No, as I am a man. 

Mir. Ther's nothing ill, can dwell in such 1 
Temple, | 

If the ill-spirit have so layre a house. 
Good things will strive to dwell with't. 

Pre. Follow me. 



\ 
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Pros. Spcale not you for him: hec's sTraitor: come. 
He manacle thy necke and feete together: 
Sea water shall thou drinke; thy food shall be 539 

The fresh-brooke Mussels, wither'd roots, and huaket 
Wherein the Aconie cradled. Follow. 

Fer. No, 
I will resist such entertainment,' till ' trtatment 

Mine enemy ha's more pow'r. 

He draviii, and is eharmtd/rem moving. 

Mira. O deere Father, 
Make not too rash a triall of him, for 
Hee's gentle,^ and not fearfiiU.' ^ spirited ' harmful 

Pros. What I say. 
My foote my Tutor? Put thy sword up Traitor, 550 
Whomak'stashew, butdor'st not strike: thy conscience 
It so possest with guilt: Come, from thy ward> 
For I can hcerc disarme thee with this sticke. 
And make thy weapon drop. 

Mira. Beseech you Father. 

Pros. Hence: hang not on my garmentt. 

Mira. Sir have pity, 
lie be his surety. 

Pros. Silence: One word more 559 

Shall make me chide thee, if not hate thee: What, 
An advocate for an Impostor? Hush: 
Thou think' St there is no more such shapes as he, 
(Having scene but him and Caliban:) Foolish "weuch. 
To th'most of men, this is a Caliban, 
And they to him are Angels. 

Mira. My affections 
Are then moat humble: I have no ambition 
To see a goodlier man. 

Pros. Come on, obey: 
Thy Nerves are in their in&ncy againe. 570 

537. Prti.: oul-Rowi. 
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And have no vigour in them. 

Ftr, So they «rc: 
My spirits, as in a dreame, are all bound up; 
My Fatben loue, the weaknesse which I fede. 
The WTRcke of all my friends, nor thb mana threat). 
To whom I am subdude, are but light to me. 
Might I but through my prison once a day 
Behold this Mayd: all comers elae o'th'Earth 
Let liberty make use of; apace enough 
Have I in such a prison. ;8o 

Prei. [Aside] It workes: [TV ftr.] Come on. 
Thou hast done well, line ArielL- \To Fer.] follow me. 
[To Art.'] Harke what thou else shah do mee. 

Mira. Be of comfort. 
My Fathers of a better nature (Sir) 
Tiien he appeares by speech: this u unwonted 
Which now came from him. 

Pros. Thou shalt be as free 
As mountaine windes; but then exactly do 
All points of my command. 590 

Aritii. Toth'sylUble. 

Pres. Come foUow: spcake not for him. Exianl. 

Actus Secundus. Sccena Prima. 
[Anttber part ef the iilaiiii.] 

Enter Ahme, Sebastian, Anthenia, Ganzaii, Adrian, 
FranciscB, and others. 
Genz. Beseech you Sir, be merry; you have cause, 
(So have we all) of joy; for our escape 
Is much beyond our losac; our hint of woe 
Is common, every day, some Saylors wife, 
Tlie Masters of some Merchant, and the Merchant 
Have just our Theame of woe: But for the miracle. 
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(I meane our preiervation) few in millions 10 

Can speake like lu: then wisely (good Sir)weigh 
Our Borrow, with our comfort. 

Alans, Prethec peace. 

Seb. He receives comfort like cold porredge. 

Ant. The Visitor will not give him ore so. 

Stb. Looke, hee'a winding up the watch of his wit. 
By and by it will strike. 

Gan. Sir. 

Seb. One:TeU.J ^ caunt 

Gin. When every greefe is entenaind, 10 

That's oSer'd comes to th' entertainer. 

Seb. A dollor. 

Gon. Dolour comet to him indeed, you hmve spoken 
truer then you purpos'd. 

Stb. You have taken it wtselier then I meant you 
should. 

Gan. Therefore my Lord. 

Ant. Fie, what a spend-thrift is he of his tongue. 

Ahn. I pre-thce spare. 

Gen. Well, I have done: But yet 30 

Seb. He will be talking. 

Ant. Which, of he, or Adrian, for a good wager. 
First begins to crow? 

Stb. The old Cocke. 

Ant. The Cockrell. 

Stb. Done: The wager? 

Ant. A Laughter. 

Stb. A match. 

Adr. Though this Island seeme to be desert. 

Stb. Ha, ha, ha. 40 

Ant. So: you'r paid. 

16-17. proae-Pon. lO'I. new 1. it Comei-CAPELL ' 
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Adr. Uniohabitible, ind almost iiuccesiible. 

Seb. Yet 

Adr. Yet 

Ant. He could not miwe't. 

Adr. It muit needs be of subtle, tender, and delicate 
temperance.' ' dimait 

Ant. Temperatiee was a delicate wench. 

Stb. I, and a subtle, as he most learnedly deliver' d. 

Adr. The ayre breathes upon us here most sweetly. 

Set. As if it had Lungs, and rotten ones. JI 

Ant. Or, as 'twere perfiim'd by a Fen. 

Gon. Heere is every thing advantageous to life. 

Ant. Trae, save meanes to live. 

Sei. Of that there's none, or little. 

Gen. How lush and lusty the grasse lookes? 
How greene.' 

Ant. The ground indeed is tawny. 

Sib. With an eye of greene in't. 

Ant. He misses not much. 60 

Seb. No: he doth but mistake the truth totally. 

Gon. But the rariety of it is, which is indeed almoit 
beyond credit. 

Sib. As many voucht rarieties are. 

Gon. That our Garmentabeing (as they were) drenchi 
in the Sea, hold notwithstanding their freshnessc and 
glosses, being rather new dy'de then stain'd with sslte 

Ant. If but one of his pockets could speake, would 
it not say he lyes? 70 

Seb. I, or very ialaely pocket up his report. 
Gon. Me thinkes our garments are now as fresh as 
when we put them on first in Affiicke, at the marriage 
, of the kings feire daughter Claribil to the king of TatiU. 
56-7. t l.-Pora. 
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THE TEMPEST [II. i. 71-105 

SeS. 'Twfls a iweet maniage, and we prosper well in 
our returne. 

AJri, Tunis was never grac'd before with saeh a Pa- 
ragon to their Qucene, 

Gen. Not since widdow Dido's time. 

Jnt. Widow? A pox o'thac; liow came that Wid- 
dow in? Widdow Dide! 81 

Sei. What if he had said Widdower JEncas too? 
Good Lord, how you take it? 

Adri. Widdow Did» said you? You make meswdy 
of that: She wa» of Carthage, not of Tunis. 

Gon. This Tunii Sir was Carthage. 

Adri, Carthage? Gon. I assure you Carthage. 

Ant. His word is more then the miraculous Harpe. 

Seh. He hath rais'd the wall, and houses too. 89 

Ant. What impossible matter wil he make easy next? 

Sib. I thinke hee will carry this Island home in his 
pocket, and give it his aonne tor an Apple. 

Ant. And sowing the kernels of it in the Sea, bring 
forth more Islands. 

Gon. I. Ant. Why in good time. 

Gun. Sir, we were talking, that our garments seeme 
now as fresh as when we were at Tunis at the marriage 
of your daughter, who is now Queene. 

Ant. And the rarest that ere came there, 

Seh. Bate (I beseech you) widdow Dido. 100 

Ant. O Widdow Dida} I, Widdow Dido. 

Gen. Is not Sir my doublet as fresh as the first day I 

Ant. That sort was well fish'd for. 

Gen. When I wore it at your daughters marriage. 



II. i. 106-13J] THE TEMPEST 

Ahn. You cram these words into mine eares, againa 
the stomacke of my sense; would I had never 
Married my daughter there: For comming thence 
My sonne is lost, and (in my rate') she too. 
Who is so farre from Italy removed, ^judgment 110 
I Dc're againe ihall see her: O thou mine heire 
Of Naples and of Millaine, what strange fish 
Hath made his meale on thee? 

Fran. Sir he may live, 
I saw bim beaie the surges under him. 
And ride upon their backes; he trod the water 
Whose enmity he flung aside: and brested 
The surge most swolne that met him: his bold head 
'Bove the contentious waves he kept, and oared 
Himieife vrith his good armes m lusty stroke 110 

To th'shore; that ore his wive-worne basis bowed 
As stooping to releeve him: I not doubt 
He came alive 10 Land. 

Ahn. No, no, hee's gone. 

Seb. Sir you may thank your selfe for this great losse. 
That would not blcssc our Europe with your daughter, 
But rather loose her to an A&rican, 
Where she at least, is banish'd from your eye. 
Who hath cause to wet the grecfe on'i. 

Ahn. Pre-thee peace. 130 

Seb. You were knecl'd 100, & importun'd otherwise 
By al] of usi and the faire soule h«' selfe 
Waigh'd betweene loathnesse, and obedience, al 
Which end o'th'beame should bow: we have lost your 

I feare for ever.- Millaine and Naples have 
Mo widdowes in them of this businesse making. 
Then we bring men to comfort them: 
The laults your owne. 



THE TEMPEST {II. I 136-163 

A&n. So ia ihe deer'st oth'IcMse. 

Gfi. My Lord Seianian, 140 

TKe truth you speake doth lacke some gentleneate. 
Anil time to speake it in: you rub the sore. 
When you should bring the plaister. 

Seb. Very well. AbI. And most Chinii^only. 

Gon. It is foule weather in us all, good Sir, 
When you »re cloudy. 

Se&, Fowle weather? Am. Very foulc. 

Gen. Had I plantation' of this Isle my Lord. 

jint. Hee'd low't with Nettle-seed. ^ (ohnizatkn 

Seb. Or doekes, or M«llowes. 1 50 

Gen. And were the King on't, what would I do? 

Seh. Scape being dninke, for want of Wine. 

Geii. I' th' Commonwealth I would (by contraries) 
Execute all things: For no kinde of Trafficke 
Would I admit: No name of Magistrate: 
Letters should not be knowne: Riches, poverty. 
And use of service, none: Contract, Succession, 
Borne, bound of Land, Tilth, ^ Vineyard none: 
No use of Mettall, Come, or Wine, or Oyle: 
No occupation, all men idle, all: ^Ullage 160 

And Women too, but innocent and pure: 
No Soveraignty. 

Sei. Yet he would be King on't. 

AnI. The latter end of hia Common-wealth forgets 
the beginning. ^war-machiae ^pUnly 

Gm. All things in common Nature should produce 
Without sweat or endevour: Treason, fellony. 
Sword, Pike, Knife, Gun, or neede of any Engine' 
Would I not have: but Nature should bring forth 
Of it owne kinde, sU foyzon,* all abundance 170 

144. new 1. It AxL-Rovit. 147. new 1. M ^nL-Rovrt. 
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To feed my innocent people. 

Sei. No marrying 'mong hig subjects^ 

Am. None (man) all idle; Whore* and knave., 

Gtn. I would wicb auch perfection goveme ^: 
T'Ezcell ihe Golden Age. 

Sei. 'Save hia Majeaty. Am. Long live GmzaIi. 

Gob. And do you marke me. Sir? 

jiiaii. Pre-thee nomore: thou doat talke nothing 10 
me. I 

Can. 1 do well beleeve your Highnesae, and did il 
10 miniiter ocniion to theae Gentlemen, who are of 
auch sensible and nimble Lunga, that they alwayes use 
to laugh at nothing. iBi 

AnI. 'Twaa you we laugh'd at. 

Gon. Who, in ibia kind of merry fooling am nothing 
to you: »o you may continue, and laugh at nothing idll. 

Am. What a blow was there given? 

Sti. And it had not &lne flat-long. 

Gin. You are Gentlemen of brave mettal: you would 
lift the Moone out of her spheare, if she would conDsoe 
in it live weekea without changing. 190 

Enter Aritll \itiviiihli\ playing saUmne Masiikt. 

Set. We would ao, and then go a Bat-fowling. 

Am. Nay good my Lord, be not angry. 

Gon. No I warrant you, I will not adventure my 
discretion so weakly: Will you laugh me asleepe, for I 
am very heavy. 

Am. Go aleepe, and heare us. 

[All sieep except Alan., Sei., and Ant.'] 

Alen. What, all so aoone asleepe? I wish mine cyn 

176. 'Savi: Qod MVB-HdMnH. 176. new I. at Ani.-V.oi't. 
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Would (with theiDBelves) shut iq> my thought!, 

I liiide they ore inclin'd to do to. 200 

Sei. Please you Sir, 
Do not omit the heavy afier of it: . 
It Nldome visits aorrow, when it doth, it it ■ Comforter. 

Ant. We two my Lord, will guard your person, 
While you take your rest, ind watch your safety. 

ji/oii. Thanke you: Wondrous heavy. 

[^A»Z9 s^eep. Exit Jrle/.'] 

Sei. What a strange drowsines possesses them^ 

Jnt. It is the quahty o'th'Clymate. 

Sib. Why 
Doth it not then our eye-lids sinkef I finde zio 

Not my selfe dispos'd to sleep. 

Anl. Nor I, my spirits are nimble: 
They fell together all, as by consent 
They dropt, as by a Thunder- stroke: what might 
Worthy Stbastiant O, what might? no more: 
And yet, me thinkes I see it in tby &ce. 
What thou should'st be: th'occasion speaks thee, and 
My strong imagination see's a Crowne 
Dropping upon thy head. 

Stb. What? art thou waking? zJO 

Ant. Do you not heare me speake? 

Seb. I do, and surely 
It is a sleepy Language; and thou speak'st 
Out of thy sleepe; What is it thou didst say? 
This is a strange repose, to be asleepe 
With eyes wide open: standing, speaking, moving: 
And yet so &st asleepe. 

Ant. Noble Sebastian, 
Thou let'st thy fortune sleepe: die rather: wink'si 



II. i. ZI7-240] THE TEMPEST 

WhUei thou art waking. 130 

5^^. Thou do'si uiore distiuctly, 
Tliere's meaning in thy snores. 

Ant. I am more serious then my custome: yoa 
Must be so too, if heed mei which to do, 
Trcbbles thee o're. 

Sti. Well: I am standing water. 

Atii. lie teach you how 10 flonr. 

Seb. Do so: to ebbe 
HcTcditary Sloth instructs me. 

Ant. 0/ ti/. 

If you but knew how you the purpose cherish 
Whiles thus you mocke it: how in stripping it 
You more invest it: ebbing men, indeed 
(Most often) do so neere the bottomc run 
By their owne feare, or sloth. 

Seb. 'Pre-thee say on. 
The setting of thine eye, and cheeke proclaime 
A matter from thee; and a birth, indeed. 
Which throwes thee much to yeeld. 

Ant. Thus Sir: :5( 

Although this Lord of weake remembrance; this 
Who shall be of as little memory 
When he is earth'd, hath here almost perswaded 
(For hee's a Spirit of perawaaion, onely 
Professes to pcrswade) the King his Sonne's alive, 
'Tis as impouible that hee's undrown'd. 
As he that sleepes heere, swims. 

Seb. I have no hope 
That hee's undrown'd. 

Ant. O, out of that no hope, 161 

What great hope have youf No hope that way, h 



\ 
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Another way so high a hope, that even 

Ambitioa cumot pierce a winke beyond 

But doubt discovery there. Will you grant with me 

That FerdinaitJ a drown'd. 

Se6. He's gone. 

Jnt. Then tell me, who's the nert h«re of Napleif 

Sei. CUribtll. 

Jnt. She that ia Queene of Tu/iii: she that dwels 
Ten leagues beyond mans life: she that irom Naples 
Can have no note, unlesse the Sun were post: 271 
The Man i'thMoone's too slow, till new -borne chinnes 
Be rough, and Razor-able: She that fi'om whom 
We all were sea-iwallow'd, though some cast againe, 
(And by that destiny) to performe an act 
Whereof, what's past is Prologue; what to come 
In yours, and my discharge. 

Seb. What aiufie is this? How say you? 
'Tis true my brothers daughter's Queene of Tunis, 
So is she heyre of Naples, 'twixt which Regions 280 
There is some space. 

^nt. A space, whose ev'ry cubit 
Seemes to cry out, how shall chat Clarihell 
Measure us hacke to Naples'' Iteepe in Tunis, 
And let Sebastian wake. Say, this were death 
That now hath seiz'd them, why they were no worse 
Then now they arc: There be that can rule Naples 
As well as he that sleepes: Lords, that can prate 
As amply, and unnecessarily 

As this Ganx^lh: I my selfe could make Z90 

A Chough of as deepe chat: O, that you bore 
The minde that I do; what a slcepe were this 
For your advancement? Do you understand mef 

167. new 1. at Who'i-Pon. 
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Sei. Me thinkes I do. 

Ant. And how do'a your content^ ^itiiri 

Tender* ywa owne good (brtuDC? ^indai 

Sei. I remember 'fbiHim 

You did supplant your Brothel Praspera. 

Am. True; 
And looke how well my Gannents ait upon me, 30a 
Much feater then before: My Brothers lervints 
Were then my fellowes, now they tta my men. 

Seb. But ior your comdence. 

Ant. I Sir: where liea thitf If 'twere ■ kybe' 
'Twould put me to my eltpper: But I fcele not 
Thi» Deity in my bosome: 'Twentie consciences 
That stand 'twiit me, and Millaine, candied be they, 
And melt ere they mollest; Heere lies your Brother, 
No better then the earth he lies upon, 309 

If he were that which now hee's like (that's dead) 
Whom I with this obedient Steele (three inches ofit) 
Can lay to bed for ever: whiles you doing thus. 
To the perpetuall winke for aye might put 
This ancient morsell; this Sir Prudence, who 
Should not upUnid our course: for all the rest 
They*] take luggeation, as a Cat laps milke, 
They'l cell the clocke, to any businesse that 
We say befits the houre. 

Set. Thy case, deere Friend 
Shall be my president: As thou got'st Millaine, 310 
rie come by NapUs: Draw thy sword, one stroke 
Shall free thee from the tribute which thou paiest. 
And I the King shall love thee. 

Ant. Draw together: 
And when I reare my hand, do yoa the like 

198. Brsibti: bri>(her-3-4F, 330. fraijtnt! prBccdant-Po''' 



THE TEMPEST [II. i. 296-319 

To 611 it on Ganzala. 

Seb. O, but one word. [.'^^'J "'* apart.'] 

Enter jtrie// [iaviiible] mti MuiUkc and Sang, 
^riel. My Master through his Art foresees the dinger 
That you (his friend) are in, and sends me forth 330 
(For else hia project dies) to keepe them living. 

Sings in Gonzuhes tare. 
While you here ie snoaring lie, 
Open-ey'd Compiracie 
His time doth take: 
If of Life you keepe a tare. 
Shake 9ff slumber and beware. 
Awake, ataake. 
Ant, Then let us both be sodaine. 
Gtn. Now, good Angela preserve the King. 3+0 
\Tbey toaie.] 
jib. Whjr how now hoa ; awake? why are you drawn? ^ 
Wherefore this ghastly looking? ^toith smtrds out 

Gen. What's the matter^ 

Seb. Whiles we stood here securing your repose, 
(Even now) we heard a hollow burst of bellowing 
like Buls, or rather Lyons, did't not Wake you? 
It stTookc mine eare most terribly. 
Alt. I heard nothing. 

Ant. O, 'twas a din to fright a Monsters eare; 
To make an earthquake: sure it was the roare 350 
Of a whole heard of Lyons. 
Ala. Heard you this G^nzah} 
Gan. Upon mine honour. Sir, I heard a humming, 
(And that a strange one too) which did awake me: 
I shak'd you Sir, and cride: as mine eyes opend. 



II. i. jio-u. 14] THE TEMPEST 

I MW their weapons drawne- there wm i noyse, 
Thit'i verily: 'ds beat we stand upon our guard; 
Or that we quit thit place: let'a draw our weapons. 

Ala. Lead ofFchis ground & let's make further search 
For my poore sonne. j6o 

Gon. Heavens keepe him from these Beasts: 
For he is sure i'ch Island. 

Ah. Lead away. 

Ariell. Praipera my Lord, shall know what I have 

So (Kmg) goe safely on to seeke thy Son. Exetnl. 
Sccena Secunda. 

[AitBlbfr part ef tbf iiland.'^ 

Enter Caliban, with a iiirlben of Wtod {a ncjie cf 
Thunder btard.') 
Cat. All the infections that the Sunne suckes up 
From Bogs, Fens, Flats, on Prosper fidi, and makehiai 
By ynch-meale a disease his Spirits heare me. 
And yet I Dccdes must curse. But they'll nor pinch, 
Flight me with Urchyn-shewes, pitch me i'th mire. 
Nor lead me like a £re-brand, in the darke 
Out of my way, unlessc he bid 'em; but 10 

For every trifle, are they set upon me. 
Sometime like Apes, that moe and chatter at me. 
And after bite me: then Uke Hedg-hogs, which 
Lye tumbling in my bare-foote way, and mount 
Thar pricks at my foot-&ll: sometime am I 
All wound with Adders, who with cloven tongues 
Doe hisse me into madncsse: Lo, now Lo, Enti' 

Here comes a Spirit of his, and to torment me Trinculi, 



THE TEMPEST [II. ii. 15-46 

For bringing wood in slowly; I'le fiJl flat. 
Perchance he will not mindc me. 20 

Tri. Here's neither bush, oor shrub to beare off any 
weather at all: and another Stortne brewing, I hears it 
sing ith' winde: yond same blacke cloud, yond huge 
one, lookes like a foule bumbard' that would shed his 
licquor; if it should thunder, as it did before, I know 
not where to hide my head: yond same cloud cannot 
choose but &11 by pailc-fiils. What have we here, a man, 
or a fish? dead or alive? a fish, hee smels like a fish: a 
very ancient and fish-like amell: a kinde of, not of the 
newest poore-John;^ a strange fish: were I in England 
now (as once I was) and had but this lish painted; not 
a holiday-foole there but would give a pecce of silver; 
there, would this Monster, make a man: any strange 
beast there, makes a man: when they will not give a 
doit to relieve a lame Be^er, they will lay out ten to see 
a dead Indian: Leg'd like a man; and his Fitmes lite 
Armes: warmeo'my troth: I doe now let loose my o- 
piiuon; hold it no longer; this is no fish, but an Islan- 
der, thathath lately suffered by a Thunderbolt: \Thun- 
JerJ^ Alas, | the storme is come againe: my best way 
b tocreepe un- ] der his Gaberdine: there is no other 
shelterherea- | bout: Misery acquaints a man with strange 
bedfisl- I lowes: I will here shrowd till the dregges of 
the storme I be past. ^leather jug ^herring 44 



Enter Stefbano singing [a iaitle in hii band'\ . 
Sle. I shall no more to sea, to sea, here shall I dye 
asbare. \ 
This is ■ very scurvy tone to Mug at a mans 

46. new 1. It Han-CxruL. 47-S. proae-ParE. 
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Funerall; well, here's my comtort. Drinhi. 

Sings.TbeMasUr,tbeStoailier,lbeBeale-itiieinei3l\ 
The Gunner, and bis Mate 50 

Lov'd Mall, Meg, and Marrian, and Margerie, 
Bat none of us eer'dfer Kale. 
For ibe bad a ungue mitb a tang. 
Would cry to a Sailer goe baug: 
Sbe lov' d not ibe savour of Tar n»r nf Pitcb, 
Tel a Tailtr migbl serattb her wbere ere she did ilit. 
Then IB Sea Boyei, and let her gee hang. 
This is a scurvy tune too: 
But here't my comfort. drinks. 

Cat. Doe not torment me: oh. 60 

Ste. What's the matter? 
Have we diveli here? 

Doe you put trickes upon't with Salvages, and Men of 
Inde^ ha? I have not scap'd drowning, to be ilttid 
now of your fbure legges: for it hath bin said; as pro- 
per a man as ever went on foure lega, csnnot make him 
give ground: and it shall be said so againe, while £(^ 
fbano breathes at' nostrils. 

Cal, The Spirit torments me: oh. 69 

Ste. This is some Monsterof the Isle, with foute legs; 
who hath got (as I take it) an Ague: where the difell 
should he leame our language? I will give him some rc- 
liefeif it be but for that: if I can recover him, and keepe 
him tame, and get to Naples with him, he's t Pre- 
sent for any Emperour that ever trod on Neates-les- 
ther. 

Cal. Doe not torment me 'prethcc: I'le bring m? 
wood home fester. 78 

Sie. He's in his fit now J and doe' t not taike after tbe 

Sl-9. praw-Pora. 6i-a. praw-Pon. 
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wisest; hee shall tagle of my Bottle: if hee have never 
drunke wine afore, it will goe neere to remove his Fit: 
if I can recover him, and keepe him lame, I will not take 
100 much for him; tiee shall pay for him that hath him, 
and that soundly. 

Cal. Thou do'st me yet but little hurt; thou wilt a- 
non, I know it by thy trembling: Now Prosper workes 
upon thee, 

Ste. Come on your wayes; open your mouth: here 
b that which will give language to you Cat; open your 
mouth; thb will shake your shaking, I can tell you, and 
that soundly; you cannot tell who's your friend; open 
your chaps againe. 92 

TVi. I should know that voyce: 
It should be. 

But hee is dround; and these are divels; O de- 
fend me. 

Ste. Foure legges and two voycea; a moat delicate 
Monster: his forward voyce now is to speake well of 
hisfriend; his backward voice, is to utter foul e speeches, 
and to detract: if all the wine in my bottle will recover 
him, I will helpe his Ague: Come: Amen, t will 
poure aome in thy other mouth. loa 

Tri. Stephana. 

Ste. Doih thy other mouth call mef Mercy, mercy: 
This is a divell, and no Monster: I will leave hiin, I 
have no long Spoone. 

Tri. Stepbane: if thou beest Stepbano, touch me, and 
speake to me: for I am Trineuk; be not afeard, thy 
good friend Trincuh. 109 

Sti. If thou bee' St Trineuk: comefoorth: I'le pull 
thee by the lesser legges; if any be Trincuh' i lejges, 

93-4. pnxe-PoM. 
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thCK are they: Thou art very Triutule indeede: how 
ram' It thou to be the siege of this Moone-calfe? Cu 
he vent Triutule' si 

Tri. I tooke him to be kil'd with a thunder-strok; but 
■»rc thou not dround Stephana: I hope now thou m 
not dround: I9 the Storme over-blowne^ I hid mec 
under the dead Moonc-Calics Gaberdine, for feare of 
the Stomie: And art thou living Supbano} O Stepbani, 
two NeapiUlanei tct^'6.} no 

Sti. 'Preihee doe not lume me about, my stomacic 



Cal. \_Aidi\ These be fine things, and if they be not 
iprights; I chat's a brave God, and bcares Celestiall li- 
quor: I will I knecle to him. 

Ste. How did'tt thou scape? 
How cam'st thou hither? 

Sweare by this Bottle how thou cam'st hither: I esc^p'd 
upon a But of Sacke, which the Saylors heaved o'le- 
boord, by this Bottle which I made of the barke of 
a Tree, with mine owne hands, unce I was cast a'- 
ahore. 1 31 

Oil. I'leaweareuponthatBottle, tobethy true sub- 
ject, for the liquor is not earthly. 

St. Heere: sweare then how ihou escap'dst. 

Tri. Swom ashore (man) like a Ducke: I can swim 
like a Ducke i'le be swome. 

Ste. Here, kisse the Booke. 
Though thou canst swim like a Ducke, thou an made 
like a Goose. 140 

Tri, O Slepbana, ha'st any more of this?* 

Sle. The whole But (man) my CeUar b in a roclic 

11]. aitJ; an-PoFi. 
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by ih'Bca-ude, where my Wine is hid: 

How now Moone-Calie, how do's ihine Ague.' 

Cal, Ha'st thou not dropt from heaven? 

Sli. Out o'th MooDC I doe assure thee. I was the 
Man ith' Moone, when time wa». 

Cal. I have scene thee in her: and I doe adore thee: 
MyMistrisihew'd me thee, and thy Dog, and thy Bush. 

Ste. Come, iweare to that: kisse the Booke: I will 
furnish it anon with new Contents: Sweare. 151 

TV/. By this good light, this is a very shallow Mon- 
ster: I afeard of him? a very weake Monster; 
The Man ith' Moone? 
A most poore creadulous Monster: 
Well drawne Monster, in good sooth. 

Cal. He shew thee every fenill ynch 'oth Island: and 
I will kisse thy foote: I prethee be my god. 

TV/. By this light, a most perfidious, and drunken 
Monster, when'a god's a sleepe he'll rob bis Bottle. 160 

Cal. He kisse thy foot. He swearemyselfe thy Subject. 

Ste. Come on then: downe and eweare. 

TV/. I shall laugh my selfe to death ac this pup[n-hea- 
ded Monster; a most scurvie Monster: I could linde in 
my heart to beate him. 

Ste. Come, kisse. 

TV/. But that the poore Monster's in drinke: 
An abhominable Monster. 

Cal. I'leshewthee thebest Springs:rieplucke thee 
Beiriea: I'le iish for thee; and gel thee wood enough. 
A plague upon the Tyrant that I serve; 171 

I'le beare him no more Stickes, but follow thee, thou 
wondrous man. 

14.3-4. prose-Pof 
169.73. 5 Q. WIS 
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Tri. A most Tcdiculoua Monster, to make a wonder of 
a poore drunkard. 

Cal. I 'prethee let me bring thee where Crabs grow; 
and I with my long nayles will digge thee plg-nvii; 
show thee ajayes nest, and instruct thee how to snirt 
the nimble Marmazet: I'le bring thee to clustricg 
Philbirta, and tomcrimej I'le get thee young Scamels 
from the Rocke; Wilt thou goc with me? i9i 

Stc. I pre'thee now lead the way without any marc 
talking. Trincula, the King, and all our company else 
being dround, wee will inherit here: Here; bcare niy 
Bottle: Fellow TriucuU; we'll fill him by and by a- 
gainc. 

Caliian Sings drunken^. 
Farewell Master; farewell, farewell. 

Tri. A howling Monster; a drunken Monster. 

Ca/. No mere dams Fie make far fish, 190 
Nor fetch in firing, at requiring, 
Ner scrape trencbering, ntr teasb disb. 
Baa' taii' Cacalyian 
Has a new Master, get a new Man. 
Freedome, high-day, high-day freedome, freedome high- 
day, freedome. 

Ste. O brave Monster; lead the way. Exeunt. 

Actus Tertius. Sccena Prima. 

[Be/are Praspere' s eell.l 
Enter Ferdinand {bearing a Log,') 
Fer. There be some Sports are painfull ; & thdr bba 
Delight in them set off; Some kindes of baaenesse 

176-Sl. 6 U. venc ending frow. nuts, how, biiog thet. {d 
tho«, me-Po»». 191. new !. at Ai-Cafiu. 
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THE TEMPEST pll. L 3-30 

Are nobly undergon; and moat poore matten 
PoiDt to rich ends,' this my meane Taske 
Would be as heavy to me, as odious, but 
The Mistris which 1 serve, quickens what'a dead. 
And makes my labours, pleasures; O She is 
Ten times more gentle, then her Father's crabbed; io 
Aod he's compos'd of harshnesse. I must remove 
Some thousands of these Logs, and pile them up. 
Upon a sore injtmction; my sweet Mistris 
Weepes when she sees me worke, & sales, such baienes 
Had never like Esecutor; I forget.- 
But these sweet thoughts, doe even refresh my labours, 
Most buaie lest, when I doe it. Enter Miranda 

Mir, AJas, now pray you and Prsiptro 

[,i . ji„..„ ..,,„]. 

Worke not so hard: I would the lightning had 
Burnt up those Logs that you are enjoynd to pile.- zo 
Pray set it downe, and rest you: when this burncs 
'Twill weepe for having wearied you: my Father 
Is -hard at study; pray now rest your selfc, 
Hee's safe for these three houres. 

Fer. O most deere Mistris, 
The Sun will set before I shall discharge 
What 1 must strive to do. 

Mir. If you'l sit downe 
lie beare your Logges the while: pray ^ve me that. 
He cany it to the pile. 30 

Fer. No precious Creature, 
I had rather cracke my sinewes, breake my backe. 
Then you should such dishonor undergoe. 
While I sit lazy by. 

Mir. It would become me 
As well 33 it do's you; and I should do it 
With much more ease: for my good will is to it. 



III. i. ji-s?] THE TEMPEST 

And youn U b igunn. 

pTB, Poore worme thou ui in&cted, 
Thii viiitadoD *hewea it. 40 

' Mir. You looke wearily. 

Ftr. No, noble Mi*tm, 'tb fresh morniDg with me 
When you are by at night: I do beseech you 
Cheefeiy, that I might «et it in my prayers. 
What ii your name? 

Mir. Miranda, O my Father, 
I have broke your hat to lay to. 

Ftr. Aditur'd Miranda, 
Indeede the top of Admintioii, worth 
What'i deereat to the world: fiill many a Lady $0 
1 have ey'd with beat regard, and many a time 
Th'harmony of iheir tongues, hath into bondage 
Brought my too diligent eare: for severall vertues 
Have I lik'd Mverall women, never any 
With to fiill joule, but some defect in her 
Did quaiTcll with the noblett grace she ow'd. 
And put it to the foile.' But you, O you, ^ducrtdii 
So perfect, and go peetleue, are created 
Of everie Creatures be«i. 

Mir. I do not know 60 

One of my leze; no womani &ce remember. 
Save &om my glasse, mine owne: Nor have I seeoe 
More that I may call men, then you good friend. 
And my decre Father.' how features are abroad 
I am skilletse of; but by my modesde 
(The Jewell in my dower) I would not wish 
Any Companion in the world but you: 
Nor can imagination forme a shape 
Beaides your selfe, to like of: but I prattle 

5S. ptallilt: [»srleai-l-4F. 
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Something too wildely, and my Fathers precepts 70 
I therein do forget. 

Fir. I am, in my condition 
A Prince (Miranda) I do thinke a King 
(I would not so) and would no more endure 
This wodden slaverie, then to sufer 
The fiesh-flic blow niy mouth: heare my «onle apeake. 
The verie iniiant that I saw yo«, did 
My heart flie to your service, there reudes 
To make me slave to it, and for your take 
Am I this patient Logge-man. So 

Mir, Do you love me? 

Fir. O heaven; O earth, beare vritnes to this sound. 
And crowne what I professe with kinde event 
If I speake true: if hoLowly, invert 
What best is boaded me, to mischiefei I, 
Beyond all limit of what else i'th world 
Do love, prize, honor you. 

Mir. I am a foole 
To weepc at what I am glad of. 

Pro. Faire encounter 90 

Of two most rare affections: heavens rainc grace 
On chat which breeds betweenc 'em. 

Fir, Wherefore weepe you? 

Mir: At mine unworthinesse, that dare not oBer 
What I deure to give; and much lesse take 
What I shall die 10 want: But this is trifling. 
And all the more it seekes to hide it selfe. 
The bigger bulke it shewes. Hence baihfiill cunning. 
And prompt me plaine and holy innocence. 
I am your wife, if you will marrie me; 100 

If not, lie die your maid: to be your fellow 

75. madJen: woodtn-i-^F. 
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YoQ may denie me, but He be your atrvtat 
Whether you will or no. 

Fer. My Migtris(deereit) 
And 1 thus humble ever. 

Mir. My husband then? 

Fer. I, with a heart at willing 
Ai bondage ere offi-eedome: heere'a my hand. 

Mir. Andmine,withmyheiirtin't;«ndnow6rewd 
Till halfe an houre hence. I lo 

Fer. A thouauid, thousand. ExetsI 

[/Vr. anJ Mir. letreral/j]. 

Pre. So glad of thii aa they I cannot be. 
Who are surpriz'd with all; but my rejoynng 
At nothing can be more: He to my booke. 
For yet ere supper time, mult I perimnie 
Much buunetse appertaining. Exit. 

Sccena Secunda. 

\Jnalher part rf tbi island.'^ 
Enter Caliban, Stefham, and TrineuU. 

Bit. Tell not me, when the But is out we will diinkt 
water, not a drop beforej therefore beare up, & boord 
em' Servant Monster, drinlte to me. 

Trin. Servant Monster? the folly of this Iland,ili« 
say there's but five upon this Isle; we are three of them, 
if th'other two be brain'd like ub, the State totters, 

Ste. Drinke servant Monster when I bid thee, di? 
ciea are almost set in thy head. lo 

Trin. Where should they bee set else? hee were a 
brave Monster indeede if they were »et in his taile. 

Stt. My man-Monster hath drown'd his tongue in 

sacke; for my part the Sea cannot drowne mee, I snani 

46 



THE TEMPEST [III. H. 16-50 

ere I could recover the >hore, five and thirtie Leigues 
offind on, by this light ihou shalt bee my Ueutcntnt 
Monster, or my Standard. 

Trin. Your Lieutenant if you list, hee'a no standard. 

Ste. Weel not run Monueur Monster. 1 9 

Trin. Nor go neither: but you ■] lie Ilk/ dogs, and yei 
say nothing neithef. 

St(. Moone-calfe, speak once m thy life, if thou beest 
a good Moone-calfe, 

Cal. How does thy honour? Let me licke thyshooe: 
He not serve him, he a not valiant. 

Trin. Thou liest most ignorant Monster, lam in case 
to jostle a Constable: why, thou debosh'd Fuh thou, 
was there ever man a Coward, that hath drunk so much 
Sacke 39 I to day? will thou tell a monitrous lie, being 
but halfe a Fish, and halfe a Monster? 30 

Cal. Loe, how he mockes me, wilt thou let him my 
Lord? 

Trin. Lord, quoth hef that a Monster should be such 
a Naturall? 

Cal, Loe, loe againe: bice him to death I prethee. 

Su. Trinculo, keepe a good tongue in your head: If 
you prove a mutincere, the next Tree,- the poore Mon- 
ster's my subject, and he shall not saSa indignity. 

Cal. I thanke my noble Lord. Wilt thou be pleas'd 
to hearken once againe to the suite I made 10 thee? 40 

Stt. Many will I: kneele, and repeace it, 
I will stand, and so shall Trineulo. 

Enter Ariell invisible. 
Cal. As I told thee before, I am subject to ■ Tlrant, 
A Sorcerer, that by his cunning hath cheated me 
Of the Island. 

16. tfl, by: on. By-CAMiiinoi. 41-Zi 44-6. pnm-Pon. 
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Aritlt. Thou lyest. 

Cal. Thou lyest, thou jeatiiig Monkey thou: 
I would my valiant Maiter would destroy thee. 
I do not lye. ;o 

Stt. Trincula, if yoa trouble him any more Id's tale, 
By this hand, I mil supplant some of your teeth. 

Trin. Why, I aaid nothing. 

Sle. Mum then, and no more: proceed. 

Cal, I gay by Sorcery he got this Isle 
From me, he got it. If thy Greatnesse wiU 
Revenge it on him, (for I know thou dar'st) 
But this Thing dare not. 

Sit. That's most certaine. 

Cal. Thou shalt be Lord of it, and lie serve thee. 60 

Ste. How now shall this be compast? 
Canst thou bring me to the party? 

Cal. Yea, yea my Lord, lie yeeld him thee asleept, 
Where thou maiai itnocke a naile mto his head. 

ArUll. Thou licst, thou canst not. 

C&l. What a py'deNinnie'sthisf Thou scurvy patdi: 
I do beseech thy Greatnesse give him blowes. 
And take his bottle from him: When that's gone. 
He shall drinke nought but brine, for He not shew him 
Where the quicke Freshes * arc. 1 iprings 70 

Sti. Trineala, run into no fiirther danger: 
Interrupt the Monster one word tiirther, and by tliit 
hand. He tume my mercie out o'doores, and make s 
Stockfish of thee. 

Trin. Why, what did I? I did nothing: 
He go farther off. 

Stt. Didst thou not say he lyed? 

Ariell. Thou liest. 

Ste. Do I »a} Take thou that. \Beats TV/*.] 
51-1. FRxe-Pari. 61-1. pnw^PoTi. 71-1. proee-Port. 
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As you like this, ^ve tne the lye another dme. 80 

Trin. I did not give the lie: Out o'your wittes, and 
bearing too? 

A pox o'your bottle, thii can Sacke and drinking doo; 
A murren on your Monner, and the divell take your 

Cal Ha, ha, ha. 

Ste. Now forward with your Tate: prethee stand 
further off. 

Cal. Beate him enough: after a little tine 
He beate him too. 90 

Sti. Stand &rthcr: Come proceeds. 

Cal. Why, ai I told thee, 'tis a cusiome with him 
I'th afternoone to sleepe: there thou maist braine him. 
Having first seii'd his bookes: Or with a logge 
Batter his skull, or paunch him with a stake. 
Or cut his wezand ^ with thy knife. Remember 
FirBl to poseesse his Bookes; for without them 
Hee's but a Sot, as I am; nor hath not ^teindpipt 

One Spirit to command: they all do hate him 
Asrootedly as I, Bume but his Bookes, 100 

He ha's brave Utenuls (for so he calles them) 
Which when he ha's a house, hee'l decke wichall. 
And that most deeply to consider, is 
The beautie of hia daughter: he himselfe 
Cals her a non-pareill: I never saw a woman 
But onely Sycorax my Dam, and she; 
But she as farre swpasseth Sy(«rax, 
As great' at do's least. 

Su. Is it so brave a Lasse? 109 

Cal. I Lord, she will become thy bed, I warrant. 
And bring thee forth brave brood. 

81-5. pnae-Pori. 
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Str. Moniter, I will kill this man: his daughter and 
I will be King and Queene, save our Graces : and Trin- 
tula and thy selfe shall be Vice-royes: 
Dost thou like the plot Trincuhf 

Trin. Excellent. 

Sle. Give me thy hand, I am sorry I beate thee; 
But while thou liv'st keq>e a good tongue in thy head. 

Cal. Within this halte houre will he be asleepe. 
Wilt thou destroy him then? 120 

Ste. I on mine honour. 

Aritll. This will I tell my Master. 

Cal. Thou mat' St me merry: I am fiill of pleasure, 
Let us be jocond. Will you troule the Catch 
Yon taught me but whileare? 

Su. At thy request Monster, 1 will do reason. 
Any reason: Come on TrineuU, let us sing. 

Flaut 'em, and cout 'em: and skewt 'em, and Jhut 'tm. 
Thought is free, 130 

Cal. That's not the tune. 

Arietlplaiei the tune en a Taber and Pipi. 

Ste. What is this same/* 

Trin. This b the tune of our Catch, plaid by the pic- 
ture of No-body. 

Ste. If thou beest a man, shew thy selfe in thy likenet: 
If thou beesi a divell, take't as thou list. 

Trin. O forgive me my sinnes. 

Ste. He that dies payea all debts: I defie thee; 
Mercy upon us. i^q 

Ca/. Art thou affeardf 
"4-15. ' 
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Su. No Monster, not I. 

Cal Be not afFeard, the Isle is full of noy»e». 
Sounds, and aweet aires, that give delight and hurt n 
Sometimes a thousand twsngling Ins 
Will hum about mine eares; and si 
That if I then had wak'd after long slecpc. 
Will make me sleepe agune, and then in dreaming. 
The clouds methought would open, and shew riches 
Ready to drop upon me, that when I wak'd 1 50 

I cri'de to drcame againe. 

Su. This will prove a brave kingdoms to me. 
Where I shall have my Musicke for nothing, 

Ca/. When Presptre is deatroy'd. 

Ste. That shall be by and by: 
I remember the stone, 

Trin. The sound ia going away. 
Lets follow it, and after do our worke, 

Ste. Leade Monster, 
Wee'l foilow; 1 would 1 could see this Taborer, 160 
He layes it on. 

Trin. Wilt comef 
He follow Stephana. Exeunt. 

Scena Tertia. 
[Another part of the island.'\ 

Enter Alonso, Sebastian, Anthonii), Gonzallo, 
Adrian, Francisco, i^(. 
Gon. By'r lakin, I can goe no further. Sir, 
My old bones akes; here's a maze trod indeedc 
Through fourth rights, & Meanders: by your patience, 
I necdcs must rest me. 

151-63. p«c-P«n. s- -*«■■ «1» ( Jte)-a-4F. 
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j11. Old Lord, I cannot blame thee. 
Who, am my selfe ittach'd with wcarinesse 
To ih'dulling of my spirits: Sit downc, and rest: lo 
Even here I will put off my hope, and keepe it 
No longer for my Flatterer.- he ia droun'd 
Whom thus we stray to finde, and the Sea mocks 
Our frustrate search on land; well, let him goe. 

Ant. [^Aiide ta Sti.'] I am right glad, that he's so 
out of hope: | 

Doe not for one repulse forgoe the purpose 
That you resolv'd t'cfFect. 

Seb. [Aside tt Aiit,'\ The next advantage will we 
take throughly. | 

Ant. [^AiiJe to Sei.^ Let it be to night. 
For now they are oppresi'd with travaile, they lo 
Will not, nor cannot use such vigilance 
As when they are fresh. 
Solemne and strange MttsUie: and Prosper on the top(^iin!i- 

sible: ) Enter leverali strange shapes, bringing in a Bm- 

iet; I and dame about it with gentle actions of salt- 

lations, and | inviting ibe King, ttfr, to eaie, lit) 

depart. | 

Sei. [Aside to Ant."] I say to night.- no more. 

A/. What harmony is this? my good IHends, harke. 

Gen. Marvellous sweet Muucke. 19 

A/o. Give us kind keepers, heavens: what were these.' 

Sei. A living Drolerie:^ now I will belecve 
That there are Unicornes: that in Arabia 
There ia one Tree, the Phcenix throne, one Phcenix 
At this houte reigning there. '> puppet-shm 

Ant. He beleeve both : 
And what do's else want credit, come to me 
And He besworne 'tis true: Travellcra nere did lye, 
Thou^ feoles at home condemne 'em. 
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Gon. If in Naples 
I should report thia now, would they belecve mc? 40 
If I should aay I saw such lalandB; 
(For cenes, these are people of the Iiland) 
Who though they are of monstroua shape, yet note 
Thar manners are more gentle, kinde, then of 
Oar humaine generation you shall linde 
Many, nay almost my. 

Pre. \_AsUe\ Honest Lord, 
Thou hast said well.- for some of you there present; 
Are worae then divels. 

^i. I cannot too much muse ;o 

Such shapes, such gesture, and such sound expresMng 
(Although they want the use of tongue) a kinde 
Of excellent dumb* discourse. 

Pr9, \_AiiJi\ Praise in departing. 

Fr, They vanish'd strangely. 

Stb. No matter, since 
They have left th«r Viands behinde; for wee have sto- 

Wilt please you taste of what is here? 

Ah. Not I. 59 

Gan. Faith Sir, you neede not feare; when wee were 
Boyes | 

Who would beleeve that there were Mountayneeres, 
Dew-Iapt, like Buls, whose throats had hanging at' em 
Wallets of flesh? or that there were such men 
Whose heads stood in their bresis? which now we finde 
Each putter out^ of live for one, will bring us 
Good warrant of. 1 insured It 

Al. I will stand to, and feede, 
Although my last, no matter, since I feele 
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The best ia pasi; broiher: my Lord, the Duke, 
Stand too, and doc as we. 70 

Thunder and Lightning.Enter ArielK^Uke aHarpef)tkp 

bis viings uptn the Table, and with a quient dtvire thi 

Bangui t vanishes. 

At. You are three men of sinne, whom destiny 
That hath to iiucruroeiit this lower world. 
And what is in't: the never surfeited Sea, 
Hath cauB'd to belch up you; and on this Island, 
Where man doth not inhabit, you 'mongst men. 
Being most unlit to live; I have made you mad; 79 
And even with such like valour, men hang, and drownt 
Their proper selves; \Ahtt., Scb., i^c, draw their 
itaardi.'j you foolcs, I and my fellowes | 
Are ministers of Fate, the Elements 
Of whom your swords are tempcr'd, may as well 
Wound the loud windei, or with bemockt-at-Stabs 
Kill the still closing waters, as diminish 
One dowle' that's in my plumbe: My fellow mjnistera 
Are like -in vulnerable: if you could hurt, ^ dovm-fikn 
Your swords are now too maasie for your strengths, 
And will not be uplifted: But remember 
(For that's my businesse to you) that you three 90 
From Millaitie did supplant good Prosfero, 
Expos'd unto the Sea (which hath requit it) 
Him, and his innocent childe; for which foulc deed. 
The Powres, delaying (not forgetting) have 
Incens'd the Seas, and Shores; yea, all the Creatures 
Against your peace: Thee of thy Sonne, Ahnii 
They have bereft; and doe pronounce by me 
Lingring perdidon (worse then any death 
Can be at once) shall step, by step attend 

70. wo: to-tF. 86. fWmht: plume-Rowi. 
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You, and your wayea, whose wraths to guard you from, 
Which here, in this most desolate Isle, else fals 101 
Upon your heads, is nothing but hearts-sorrow. 
And a cleere life ensuing. 
He vanishes in Thunder: then{ie soft Musicke. ) Enter the 

shafes againe,and daunce {with mockes and motees')and 

carrying eut the Table. 

Pre. Bravely the figure of this Harpie, hast thou 
Pcrform'd (my ArieW) a grace it had devouring: 
Of my Instruction, hast thou nothing bated 
In what thou had'st to say: so with good life, no 
And observation strange, my meaner ministers 
Their aeverall bindes have done: my high charmes work. 
And these (mine enemies^ are all knit up 
In their distractions.' they now are in my powre; 
And in these fits, 1 leave them, while I visit 
. Yong Ferdinand (whom they suppose is droun'd) 
And his, and mine lov'd daring. \Exit aheve.'j 

Gon. I'thname ofsomething holy. Sir, why stand you 
In this strange stare? 

AJ. O, it is monstrous; monstrous; IZo 

Me thought the biUowes spoke, and told me of it. 
The windes did sing it to me: and the Thunder 
(That deepe and dreadfuU Organ-Pipe) pronounc'd 
The name of Prosper: it did base my Trespasse, 
Therefore my Sonne i'th Oo7e is bedded; and 
I'te seekc him deeper then ere plummet sounded. 
And with him there lye mudded. Exit. 

Set. But one feend at a time. 
He fight their Legions ore. 

AnI. He be thy Second. Exeunt. 130 

Gon. All threeof themaredesperateitheirgreat guilt 
(Like poyson pven to worke a great time after) 
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Now gina to bite the ipirits: I doe beseech you 
(That are of suppler joynti) follow them swUtly, 
And hinder them from what this extasie' 
May now provoke them to. ^nuitua 

Ai. Follow, I pray you. Exeunt mm. 

Actus Quartus. Scena Prima. 

[Be/ere Prosper 9' 1 te//.] 

Eater Praspert, Ferdinand, and Miranda. 

Prt, If I have too austerely punish'd you. 
Your compeniation makes amends, for I 
Have ^ven you here, a third of mine owne life. 
Or that for which I live; who, once againe 
I tender to thy hand: All thy vexations 
Were but my trials of thy love, and thou 
Hast strangely stood the test: here, afore heaven 
I raiilie ihb my rich guift: O Ferdinand, 10 

Doe not smile at me, that I boast her of. 
For thou shale linde she will out-strip all praise 
And make it halt, behinde her. 

Per. I doe beleeve it 
Against an Oracle. 

Pro. Then, as my guest, and thine owne acqoisiiion 
Worthily purchas'd, take my daughter: But 
If thou do'st breake her Virgin-knot, before 
All sanctimonious ceremonies may ^ rais-ibmir 

With fiill and holy right, be ministrcd, 10 

No sweet aspersion 2 shall the heavens let 611 
To make this contract grow; but barrainc hate, 
Sower-ey'd dbdaine, and discord shall bestrew 

5. liird.- thrid-WucHT. II, 0/; ott-»-4F. 
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The union of your bed, with weedes so loathly 
That you shall hate it both: Therefore take heede, 
Aa Hymens I^mps shall light you. 

Fer. As I hope 
For quiet dayea, (aire Issue, and long life. 
With such love, aa 'tis now the murkiest den. 
The most opportune place, the strongst suggestion, ^o 
Our worger Geaiui can, shall never melt 
Mine honor into lust, to take away 
The edge of that dayes celebration. 
When I shall thinke, or Phahus Steeds are founderd. 
Or Night kept chain'd belovr. 

Pre. Fairely spoke; 
Sit then, and talke with her, she is thine owne; 
What Ariell; my industrious servant Artell. Enter Ariell. 

Ar. What would my potent master? here I am. 

Pro, Thou, and thy meaner fcUowes, your last service 
Did worthily performe: and 1 must use you 41 

In such another trickc: goe bring the rabble 
(Ore whom I give thee powre) here, to this place: 
Incite them to quickc motion, for I must 
Bestow upon the eyes of this yong couple 
Some vanity of mine Art: it is my promise. 
And they expect it from me. 

At. Presently? 

Pre. I: with a twincke. 

Ar. Before you can say come, and goe, 50 

And breathe twice; and cry, so, so.- 
Each one tripping on his Toe, 

Will be here vrith mop,^ and mowe.^ ^fout ^grimad 
Doe you love me Master? no^ 

Pre. Dearely, my delicate Ariell; doe not approach 
Till thou do'st heare me call. 

Ar. Well- I concrive. E)cit. 
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Pro. Looke thou be true- doe not give dallUnce 
Too much the raigne; the stroDgest oathes, are iiraw 
To th'fire idi' blood,- be more abatenious, 5o 

Or elie good night your vow. 

Fir. I warrant you. Sir, 
The white cold virgin Snow, upon my heart 
Abatea the ardour of my liver. 

Pro. Well. 
Now come my Jricllfhiia^ a Corolary, ■■ ^trihi 

Rather then want a Spititi appear, Sipcrtly, Soft amici. 
No tongue; all eyes: be silent. Eater Irii. 

Ir. Certs, most bounteous Lady, thy rich Leas 
Of Wheate, Rye, Barley, Fetches, Oates and Pease; 70 
Thy Turphic-Mountaines, where live nibling Shecpe, 
And flat Medcs thetchd with Stover, them to kecpc: 
Thy bankes with pioned, and twilled brima 
Which apungie Aprtll, at thy hest betrims; 
To make cold Nymphea chast crownes; U thy broomc' 
groves; | 

Whose shadow the dismissed Batchelor loves. 
Being laise-lorne: thy pole-clipt vineyard. 
And thy Sea-marge stirrile, and rockey-hard. 
Where thou thy selfe do'st ayre, the Quecne o'th Stie, 
Whose watry Arch, and messenger, am I. 80 

Bids thee leave these, & with her soveraigne grace, "Jum 
Here on this grasae-plot, in this very place deicindi. 
To come, and sport: here Peacocks flye amaine; 
Approach, rich Cera, her to entertaine. Enter Ceres. 

Ccr. Haile, many>coloured Messenger, that nere 
Do'si disobey the wife of Jupiter: 
Who, with thy saf&on wings, upon my flowrei 
DifFusest hony drops, refreshing showres, 

60. abueniaui: abiIiinii>ua-i-4F. 
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And with each end of thy blew bowe do'st erowne 
My boskie acres, and my unshrubd downe, 90 

Rich scarph to my proud earth: why hath thy Queene 
Summond me hhher, Co this short graa'd Greene? 

Ir. A contract of true Love, to celebrate. 
And some donation freely to estate 
On the blcs'd Lovers. 

Cer. Tell me heavenly Bowe, 
If yenui or her Sonne, as thou do'st know. 
Doe now attend the Queene? since they did plot 
The meanes, that duskie Dis, my daughter got. 
Her, and her blind-Boyea icandald company, loO 

I have forsvi'omc. 

Ir. Ofhersocietie 
Be not afraid: I met her deitie 
Cutting the ciouds towards Papbos: and her Son 
Dove-drawn with her; here thought they Co have done 
Some wanton charme, upon this Man and Maide, 
Whose vowes are, that no bed -right shall be paid 
Till Hymens Torch be lighted: but in vaine, 
Maries hot Minion is returnd againe. 
Her waspish headed sonne, has broke his arrowes, no 
Swears he will shoote no more, but play with Sparrows, 
And be a Boy right out. 

Cir. Highest Queene of State, 
Great "Juno comes, I know her by her gate. 

\Enter_ Juno.'\ 

Ju. How do's my bounteous sbter.' goe with me 
To blesse this twaine, that they may prosperous be. 
And honourd In their Issue. Tbcy Sing. 

109. Maruu Mar*'*-]-4F. 



IV. i. 106-133] THE TEMPEST 

Ju. Honor, riches, marriage, bleiiing. 
Long (ontinuance, and encreaiing, 
Hourelj joyes, hi still iipaa you, no 

yuttn sings her blessings on yoy. 
[Or.] Earths incriasi, feyzsn plentte, 

Barnes, and Garners, never empty. 

fines, wilb (lustring bunchei growing. 

Plants, tetth goodly burthen btteing: 

Spring come to you at the farthest. 

In the very end of Harvest. 

Seareily and want shall shun ytn, 

Ceres blessing so is on yon. 

Fer. This is a most majesdcke vision, snd 1 30 

Harmonious charmingly; may I be bold 
To thinke these s|Hrits^ 

Pro. Spirits, which by mine Art 
I have from thdr confines call'd to enact 
My present fandes. 

Fer. Let me live here ever. 
So rare a wondred Father, and a wise 
Makes this place Paradise. 

Pro. Sweet now, silence: 
Juno and Ceres whisper seriously, 140 

There's something else to doe: hush, and be mute 
Or else our spell is mar'd. 

Juno and Ceres whisper, and send Iris on cmploymmU 

Iris. You Nimphs cald Nayades of the windring broots, 
With your sedg'd crowne3,'and ever-harmelesse lookes, 
Leave your crispe' channels, and on this greene-Land 
Answere your summons, Juno do'a command. 
Come temperate Nimphes, and helpe to celebrate 
A Contract of true Love: be not too late. ^cartiing 

115. -wirb: wiIh-i-4F. 
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Enter Ctrtaine Nimpbei. 1 jo 

You Sun-born' d Sicklcmen of Augusi weaiy. 
Come hether from the fiitrow, and be meny. 
Make hotly day. yonr Rye-straw han put on. 
And these freth Nimphea encounter every one 
In Country footing. 

Enter eertaine Reapers (properly habited:') tbeyjoyntiuitb 
the Nimpbes, in a gracefull dance, towards the end 
tobere- I of, Prospero starts sodainly and speakes, 
after tebicb to a | strange bollaw and confused neyse, 
they heavily vanish. [ 

Pro. [jiside"^ I had forgot that foulecons]Hracy 160 
Of the beast Calliian, and his confederate! 
Against my life; the minute of their plot 
Is almost come: [^To the Spirits] Well done, avoid: 



, tWii 



is ii strange: your &thers in some passion 
That worke* him stroi^ly, 

Mir. Never till this day 
Saw I him touch'd with anger, so distemper'd. 

Pre. You doe looke (my (on) in a mov'd sort. 
As if you- were dismaid: be cheerefiill Sir, 
Our Rcveb now are ended: These our actors, 170 
(As I foretold you) were all Spirits, and 
Are melted into Ayre, into thin Ayre, 
And like the baselesse ^bricke of this vision 
The Clowd-capt Towres, the gorgeous Pallaces, 
The solemne Temples, the great Globe it selfe. 
Yea, all which it inherit, shall dissolve. 
And like this insubstantiall Pageant foded 
Leave not a racke behinde: we are such stulTe 
As dreames arc made on; and our little life 



IV. i. is8-i8s] THE TEMPEST 

la rounded with « slecpe: Sir, I am vext, i!o 

Beire with my weakcDesse, my old braine is troubled: 

Be not disturb'd with my infirmitie. 

If you be pleas' d, retire into my Cell, 

And there repose, « turne or two, lie walkc 

To siiil my beating minde. 

Fer. Mir, We wish your peace. Exit. 

Pra, Come with ■ thought; Iihankthee^r/f//: come. 

Eater Ariill 

Ar. TTiy thoughts I cleave to, what's thy pleasurt! 

Pro. Spirit; We must prepare to meet with Calihm. 

Ar. I my Commander, when I presented Ceres 
I thought to have told thee of it, but I fear'd 192 
IjCast I might anger thee. 

Ptb. Say again, where didst thou leave these larlots! 

Ar. I told you Sir, they were red-hot with drinking. 
So full of valour, that they amote the ayrc 
For breathing in their feces: beate the ground 
For kissing of their fcete; yet alwaies bending 
Towards their project: then I beate my Tabor, 
At which like unback'i colts they prickt their eares, 
Advanc'd their eye*lids, lifted up their noses !0i 

As they smelt musicke, so I charm' d their eares 
That Calfe-lite, they my lowing follow'd, through 
Tooih'd briars, sharpe fit^ies, pricking gosse, & thorns, 
Which encred their &aile shins: at last I left them 
I'th'filthy mantled poole beyond your Cell, 
There dancing up to th'chins, that the fowle Lake 
Ore-stunck their feet. 

Pro. This was well done (my bird^ 
Thy shape invisible reiaine thou sdll: no 

189-50. new I. at w*-Thkc™ald. 
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The trumpery in my house, goe bring it hither ^snare 
For stale > to catch these theeves. Ar. I go, I goe. Exit. 

Pro. A Dcvill, a borne-Devill, on whose nature 
Nurture can nev^r sticke: on whom my paines 
Humanely taken, all, all lost, quite lost. 
And, as with age, his body ouglier growes. 
So his minde cankers: I will plague them all. 
Even to roaring: Come, hang on them this line. 

Enter AneW, laaJen toiib glistering apparell, ilfr. Enter 

Caliban, Stephano, anJ Trinculo, a// uiet. [Pros- 

ipero and Avlel] remain inviiiile.'] \ ,220 

Ca/. Pray you tread softly, that the blinde Mole may 
not hcare a foot fall: we now are neere his Cell. 

5/. Monster, your Fairy, which you say is a harmles 
Fwry, I 
Has done little better then plaid the Jacke with us. 

T'rin. Monster, I do smell all horse-pisse, at which 
My nose is in great indignation. 

Sle. So is mine. Do you heare Monster: If I should 
Take a displeasure against you: Looke you. 

Trin. Thou wert but a lost Monster. 

Ca/. Good my Lord, give me thy favour stil, 230 
Be patient, for the prize lie bring thee too 
Shall hudwinke this mischance: therefore speafce softly. 
All's husht as midnight yet. 

Trin. I, but to loose our bottles in the Poole. 

Ste. There is not onely disgrace and dishonor in that 
Monster, but an infinite losse. 

Tr, That's more to roe then my wetting: 
Vet this is your harmlesse Fairy, Monster. 

III. new I. K jir.-Rowt. ai 

iii-i. new I. u Hear-Rowi. 
135-40- pOK-Pon. 
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Sle. I will fetch off my bottle. 
Though I be o're earei for my labour. 140 

Ca/. Pre-thee (my King) be quid. Seest thou heere 
Thi) ii the moath o'th Cell: do noise, and enter: 
Do that good mitcbeefe, which may make this Island 
Thine owtie for ever, and 1 thy Caliban 
For aye thy foot-lieker. 

Sit. Give me chy hand, 
I do begin to have bloody thoughts. 

Trin. OYiin^Stephano,OVvcte: Owonhy Stepbant, 
Looke what a wardrobe heere i» for thee, 

Cal. Lei it alone thou foole, it ia but trash. z;o 

Tri. Oh, ho. Monster: wee know what belongs to a 
frippery,^ O King Stifbam. ^old-cUtbes sbsf 

Ste. Put olFihat gowne ( Trinmlo) by this hand Ee 
have that gowne. 

Tti. Thy grace shall have it. 

CaJ, The dropsie drowne this foole, what doe you 

To doate thus on such luggage/* let's alone 

And doe the murther lirsi: if he awake. 

From toe to crowne hee'l fill our skins with pinches. 

Make us strange scuffe. 260 

Ste. Be you quiet (Monster) Mistris line, is not this 
my Jerkin? now is the Jerkin under the line: now Jer- 
kin you are hke to lose your haire, & prove a bald Jerkin. 

Trin. Doe, doe; we steale by lyne and levell, and't 
like your grace. 

Ste. I thank thee for that jest; heer'sa garmeDt for*!; 
Wit shall not goe un-rcwarded while I am King of this 
Country : Steale by line and levell, b an excellent passe 
of pate: there's another garment for't. 

TV/. Monster, come put some Lime^ upon your fin- 
gers, and away with the rest. ^ iird-lime 171 

146-9. proM-Pori. 164. aniTi! an't-CAPiu- 
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Oil. I will have none on'i: we >hall Iook our dme, 
And all be tum'd to Barnacles, or 10 Apes 
With foreheads vlilanoua low. 

Ste. Monster, lay to your fingers: helpe to beare this 
away, where my hogshead of wine b, or lie turne you 
out of my kingdome: goe to, carry this. 

Tri. And this. 

Ste. I, and this, 179 

A nojie of Hanten heard. Enttr divert Sfiriti in shape 

ef Dogi and Hounds, bunting ibem about: Prospiro 

and Ariel setting them on. 

Pre. Hey Mountaine, hey. 

Ari. Silver: there it goes. Silver. 

Pro. Fury, Fury: there Tyrant, there.- harke, harkc. 
[C«/., 5/^., and Trin. are driven eut.'\ 
Goe, chai^ my Goblins that they grinde th«r joynts 
With dry Convultions, shorten up their sinewes 
With aged Cramps, & more pinch-spotted make them. 
Then Pard, or Cat o'Mountainc, 

Ari. Harke, they rare. 290 

Pro. Let them be hunted soundly: At this houre 
Lies at my mercy all mine enemies: 
Shortly shall all my labours end, and thou 
Shalt have the ayrc' at freedome: for a little 
Follow, and doe me service. Exeunt. 

Acttts quintus: Sccena Prima. 
[Before Prosfero's cell.'] 
Enter Prospero (/« his Magicke robes') and Ariel. 
Pre. Now do's my Project gather to a head: 
My charmes cracke not: my Spirits obey, and Time 
Goes upright with his carriage: how's the day? 
3(|i. Dit! Lie-KawK. 

T.T.J. 64 



V. i. 4-31] THE TEMPEST 

Ar. On the uxc hower, «t which time, ■my Loril 
You said our worke should cca»e. 

Pro. I did say ao. 
When lirst I rais'd ihe Tempest: uy my Spirit, 
How bres the King, ond's foUowenf lo 

Ar. Conftn'd together 
In the same fiuhion, as you gave in charge. 
Just as you left them; all prisoners Sir 
In the Lini-gmve which weather-fends your Cell, ' 
They cannot boudge till your release: The King, 
His Brother, and yours, abide all three distracted. 
And the remainder mourning over them. 
Brim &11 of sorrow, and dismay: but chiefly 
Him that you tcrm'd Sir, the good old Lord GensMlb, 
His teares runs downe his beard like winters drops 20 
From eaves of reeds: your charm so strongly works 'em 
That if you now beheld them, your aifectiom 
Would become tender. 

Pre. Dost thou thinke so, Spirit? 

Ar. Mine would. Sir, were I humane. 

Prt>. And mine shall. 
Hast thou (which art but aire) a touch, a feeling 
Of their affliaions, and shall not my selfe. 
One of their kinde, that rellish all as sharpcly. 
Passion as they, be kindlier mov'd then ihou art^ 3a 
Thogh with their high wrongs I am strook to th' quiet. 
Yet, with my nobler reason, gainst my fiirie 
Doc I take part; the rarer Action ia 
In vertue, then in vengeance: they, being penitent, 
The sole drift of my purpose doth extend 
Not a frowne dirther: Goe, release them AritU, 
My Charmes He brcake, their sences lie restore. 



\ 
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Exii. 

Pr», YeElvesof hila, brooks, standing lakes& groves. 
And ye, that on the aands with prinilesse foote 41 
Doe chase the ebbing- ^f//«fff, and ^oe flie him 
When he comes backe: you demy-Puppets, that 
By Moone-shine doe the greene sowre Ringlets make. 
Whereof the Ewe not bites: and you, whose pastime 
Is 10 make midnight-Mushnimps, that rejoyce 
To heare the solemne Curfewe, by whose ayde 
(Weake Masters though ye be) I have bedymn'd 
The Noone-tide Sun, call'd forth the mutcnous windes. 
And twixt the greene Sea, and the azur'd vault ;a 
Set roaring warre; To the dread ratling Thunder 
Have I given lire, and rifted Joves stowt Oke 
With his owne Bolt; The strong bass'd promontorie 
Have 1 made shake, aod by the spurs pluckt up 
The Pyne, and Cedar, Graves at my command 
Have wak'd their sleepers, op'd, and let 'em forth 
By my so potent Art. But this rough Magicke 
I heere abjure; and when I have requir'd 
Some heavenly Musicke (which even now I do) 
To worke mine end upon their Scncea, that 60 

This Ayrie-charme is for, I'le breake my siaffe. 
Bury it certaine fedomes in the earth. 
And deeper then did ever Plummet sound 
He drowne my bookc. Sskmne musicit. 

Httre enters hnt\ before: Then Alonso with afrantkke 
ge- I sisre, attended by Gonzalo. Sebastian and 
Anthonio m\ Hie manner attended by Adrian and 
Francisco: They all \ enter the circle vibUh'^Toi'^eTO 
had made, and there stand | charm' d: which Pros- 
pero observing, sfeakes. | 



V. t. S8-87] THE TEMPEST 

A wlemne Ayre, «nd the b«i comforter, 70 

To an unsetled &ncic. Cure thy brwncs 

(Now usclcssc) boile within thy skull: there stand 

For you »re Spell-Hopt. 

Holy Gonn-alk, Honourable man, 

Mine eyes ev'n sociable to the shew of thine 

Fall fellowly drops: The charme dissolves apace. 

And as the morning steales upon the night 

(Melting the darkcncsse) so their rising sences 

Begin to chace the ignorant fumes that mantle 

Their clecrer reason. O good GonziMlla 80 

My true preserver, and a loyall Sir, 

To him thou foUow'ac; I will pay thy graces 

Home both in word, and deede: Mo3t cruelly 

Did thou Alonsa, use me, and my daughter: 

Thy brother was a fiirtherer in the Act, 

Thou art pinch'd for't now Sebasiuin. Flesh, and bloud. 

You, brother mine, that entcrtainc ambition, 

E»pelld remorse, and nature, whom, with Sibaitian 

(Whose inward pinches iheretbre are most strong) 

Would heere have kill'd your King: I do for^ve thee, 

Unnaturall though thou art: Their understanding 91 

Begins to swell, and the approching tide 

Will shortly fill the reasonable shore 

That now ly foule, and muddy : not one of them 

That yet lookes on me, or would know me: Ariell, 

Fetch me the Hat, and Rapier in my Cell, 

I will disease me, and my selfe present 

Ai I was sometime Millaint: quickly Spirit, 

Thou shalt ere long be free. 

71. htiU: bolI'd-Pon. 

84. md: Didal (catchword in iF.)-3-4F. 

87. inurtaitat eotert»ti,'(l-3-+F, 88. Vibom: wbn-Rinn. 

94. ly: lie.-j-4F. 
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Arii II sings, and helps to attire him, loo 

Where the Bee sucks, there suck I, 
In a Cowslips bell, I lie. 
There I cetech xeben Ovilts doe trie. 
On the Salts backe I doe file 

after Zemmer merrily. 
Merrily, merrily, shall I live note. 
Under the blossom that hangs m the Sow, 
Pre. Why that's my dainty Ariell: I shall misse 
Thee, but yet thou shah have freedome: so, so, so. 
To the Kings ship, invisible as thou art, i lo 

There shah thou finde the Marrinera asleepe 
Under the Hatches: the Master and the Boat-swaine 
Being awake, enforce them to this place; 
And presently, I pre'thee. 

Ar. I drinke the aire before me, and returne 
Or ere your pulse twice beate. Exit, 

Gon. All torment, trouble, wonder, and amazement 
Inhabits hecrc: some heavenly power guide us 
Out of this fearetiill Country. 

Pro. Behold Sir King 120 

The wronged Duke of Millaine, Prospero: 
For more assurance that a living Prince 
Do's now speake to thee, I embrace thy body. 
And to thee, and thy Company, I bid 
A hearty welcome. 

Ah, Where thou bee'st he or no. 
Or some Inchanted triflle to abuse me, 
(Aalate I have beene) I not know: thy Pulse 
Beats as of flesh, and blood : and unce 1 saw thee, 
Th'affliction of my minde amends, with which 130 

108-9. ™* '■ " BUI-3-4F. 117. trifiU: miiprint iF.only. 
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I feare a madnesae held me: this must crave 

(And if this be at all) a mosi strange story. 

Thy Dukedome I resigne, and doe entreat 

Thou pardon me my wrongs; But how shold Prsspen 

Be living, and be heere? 

Pro. First, noble Frend, 
Let me embrace thine age, whose honor cumot 
Be mcasur'd, or confin'd. 

Geiz. Whether this be. 
Or be not, I'le not sweare. 140 

Pro. You doe yet taste 
Some subtleties o'th'Isle, that vHll nor let you 
Beleeve things certaine: Wellcome, my friends all, 

f Aside le Sebastian aad Aattnit^ 
Lords, were I so minded 
I heere could plucke his Highnesse frowne upon yon 
And justice you Traitors: at this time 
I will tell no tales. 

Seb. [Aside'\ The Divell speakes in him: . 

Pre. No: 
For you (most wicked Sir^ whom to call brother 150 
Would even infect my mouth, I do forgive 
Thy rankest fauh; all of them: and require 
My Dukedome of ihee, which, perforce I know 

Ah. If thou beest Praspere 
Give us particulars of thy preservation. 
How thou hast met us heere, whom three howres since 
Were wrackt upon this shore? where I have lost 
(How sharp the point of this remembrance Is) 
My dcere sonne Ferdinand. 160 

Pre. I am woe for't. Sir. 

13X. Anit An-PoPI. 141. ■or.- Qot-]-4F. 
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Ah. Irrepsrable is the I08M, and patience 
Saies, it h put her cure. 

Pro. I rather thinte 
Voti have not sought her helpe, of whose soft ^ace 
For the like losse, I have her soveraigne aid. 
And rest my aelfe content. 

Ah. You the lite losae.' , 

Pm. As great to me, as late, and supportable 
To make the deere losse, have I meanes much weaker 
Then you may call to comfort you; for I 171 

Have lost my daughter. 

Ah. A daughter? 
Oh heavens, that they were living both in Nalpes 
The King and Queene there, that they were, I wish 
My selle were mudded in that 00-zie bed 
Where my sonne lies: when did you lose your daughter? 

Pro. In thia last Tempest. I perceive these Lords 
At this encounter doe so much admire. 
That they devoure their reason, and scarce thinke 1 80 
Thdr eies doe offices of Truth: Their words 
Are naturall breath: but howsoev'r you have 
Beenc justled from your sences, know for certain 
That I am Prospero, and that very Duke 
Which was thrust forth oi Millaine, who most strangely 
Upon this shore ('where you were wrackt) was landed 
To be the Lord on't: No more yet of this. 
For 'tis a Chronicle of day by day. 
Not a relation for a break-fast, nor 
Befitting this first meeting: Welcome, Sir; 190 

This Cell's my Court; heere have I few attendants. 
And Subjects none abroad: pray you looke in: 
My Dukedome since you have given me againe, 

174. Nelpei: NapIem-i-4F. 
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1 will requite you with >s good a thing. 
At least bring forth a wonder, to content ye 
A$ much, 33 me my Dukedome. 
Here Prospere discovers Ferdinand and Miranda, pkj- 
ing at Cbesse. 

Mir. Sweet Lord, you play me false. 

Fer, No my dearest love, 100 

I would not for the world. 

Mir. Yes, for ■ score of Kingdomes, you shodd 
wrangle, | 
And I would coll it faire play. 

Alo. If this prove 
A vision of the IsUnd, one deere Sonne 
Shall I twice loose. 

Seb. A most high miracle. 

Fer. Though the Seas threaten they are merdJiill, 
I have curs'd them without cause. [Kneeis.'^ 

Ala. Now all the blessings zio 

Of a gUd father, compasse thee about: 
Arise, and say how thou cam's! heere. 

Mir, O wonder! 
How many goodly creatures are there heere? 
How beauteous manUnde is? O brave new woild 
That has such people in't. 

Pro. 'Til new to thee. 

Ala. What b this Maid, with whom thou was't at 
play? I 

Your eld'st acquaintance cannot be three houres: 
Is she the goddesse that hath sever'd us, izo 

And brought us thus together^ 

Fer. Sir, she is mortall; 
But by iiiunortall providence, she's mine; 
I chose her when I could not aske my Father 
For his advise: nor thought I had one: She 
Is daughter to this famous Duke of Millaine, 



THE TEMPEST [V. i. 193-H7 

Of whom, so often I have heard renowne. 

But never »aw before; of whom I have 

Receiv'd a Becond life; and »econd Father 

This Lady makes him to me. 230 

Alo. I am here. 
But O, how odly will it sound, chat I 
Must aske my childe forgivenesiel 

Pre, There Sir stop. 
Let us not burthen our remembranceB, with 
A heavinesse that's gon. 

Gen. I have inly wept. 
Or should have spoke ere this: looke downe you gods 
And on this couple drop a blessed crovrae; 
For it is you, thai have chalk'd forth the way Z40 
Which brought us hither. 

Ali. 1 say Amen, Gon%aUa. 

Gon. Was Millaine thrust from Milleine, thai his Issue 
Should become Kings of Naples} O rgoyce 
Beyond a common joy, and set it downe 
With gold on lasting Fillers: In one voyage 
Did Claribell her husband finde at Tunh, 
And Ferdinand her brother, found a wife. 
Where he himselfe was lose- Preipero, his Dukedome 
In a poore Isle.- and all of us, our selves, 2;o 

When no man was hb owne. 

Ah. [7a Fer. and Mir.^ Give me your hands; 
Let gricK and sorrow still embrace his heart. 
That doth not wish you joy. 

Cm. Be it so. Amen. 

Eater ArieU, with the Master and Baatsaaine 
amazedly folktaing. 

looke Sir, looke Sir, here is more of us: 

1 prophesi'd, if a Gallowes were on Land 



V. i. 118-144] THE TEMPEST 

This fellow could not drowne; Now blasphemy, 160 
That swear' »t Grace ore-boord, not an oath on jhorc, 
Hast thou no mouth hy land? 
What is the newes? 

Bot. The best newes b, that we have safely fmmd 
Our King, and company: The next: our Ship, 
Which but three glasses since, we gave out split, 
]s lyte, and yare, and bravely rig'd, as when 
We first put out to Sea. 

Jr. \j4sidf to Prm.'] Sir, all this service 
Have I done since I went. 270 

Pro. [AsUe to Ar.'\ My tricksey Spirit. 

Alt. These are not naturall events, they strcngthtn 
From strange, to stranger: say, how came you hidic? 

Bet. If I did diinke. Sir, I were well awake, 
I'ld strive to tell you: we were dead of sleepe. 
And (how we know not) all clapt under hatchea, 
Where, but even now, with strange, and severall noyi« 
Of roring, shreeking, howling, gingling chaines. 
And mo diveraiiie of sounds, all horrible. 
We were awak'd: straight way, at liberty; i3o 

Where we, in all our trim, freshly beheld 
Our royall, good, and gallant Ship.- our Mastn' 
Capring to eye her; on a trice, ho please you. 
Even in a dreame, were we divided from them. 
And were brought moaping hither. 

Ar. \^AsiJe 10 Pri>i.'\ Was't well done? 

Pre. {AsiJe to Ar,"^ Bravely (my diligence) thou 
shah be free, j 

Alo. This IS at strange a Maze, as ere men trod, 
And there is in this businesse, more then nature 
Was ever conduct of: some Oracle 190 
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Must recdfie our knowledge. 

Pre. Sir, my Leigc, 
Doe not infest your mtnde, with bearing on 
The strangenesse of chia businesse, at pickt leisure 
(Which shall be shorily single) I'le resolve you, 
(Which to you shall seeme probable) of every 
These happend accidents; rill when, be cheerefull 
And thinke of each thing well: \_Asiiie to Ar,'\ Come 
hither Spirit, | 

Set Caliban, and hi« companions free: 
Untye the Spell; \_Exit Aritl.'\ How fkresmy gracious 
Sir? I 300 

There are yet missing of your Companie 
Some few odde Lads, that you remember not. 

Enter Ariell, driving in Caliban, Stephana, and 
Trincnh in their siolne Apfarell. 

Ste. Every man shift for all the rest, and let 
No man take care tor himselic; tbr all is 
But fortune: Coragio Bully-Monster Corasio. 

Tri. If these be true spies which I weare in my head, 
here's a goodly sight. 

Cal. O Seiebas, these be brave Spirits indeede: 310 
How fine my Master is? I am afi^d 
He will chasrisc me. 

Seb. Ha, ha: 
What things are these, my Lord Antbanioi 
Will money buy em? 

Ant. Very like; one of them 
la a plaine Fish, and no doubt marketable. 

Pro. Marke but the badges of these men, my Lords, 
Then say if they be true: This mishapen knave; 
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His Mother wu s Witch, and one so strong 320 
That could controle the Moodc ; make flowes, and cbs, 
And deale in her commiind, without her powei: 
Theie three have robd me, and this demy-divell; 
(For he's a bastard one) had plotted with them 
To take my life: two of these FeUowes, you 
Must know, tnd owne, this Thing of darkenesse, I 
Acknowledge mine, 

Cal I shall be pincht to death. 

A/e. Is not this Stepbaiie, my drunken Butler? 

Sti, He is drunke now; 3]0 

Where had he winef 

Ale, And Trinfuhis reeling ripe: where should ihc)' 
Finde thia grand Liquor thai hath gilded 'em? 
How cam'st thou in this pickle? 

Tri. I have bin in such a pickle »nce I saw youlu!, 
That I feare me will never out of my bones: 
I shall not feare fly-blowing. 

Sei. Why how now Stephanol' 

Ste. O touch me not, lam not S/.r/ii)na, butaCramp. 

Pre. You'ld be King o'the Isle, Sirba? 3+0 

Su. I should have bin a sore one then. 

Ale. This is a strange thing as ere I look'd on. 

[Feinting to Cai] 

Pro. He is as disproportion' d in his Manners 
As in his shape: Goe Sirha, to my Cell, 
Take with you your Companions: as you looke 
To have my pardon, trim it handsomely. 

Cal. I that I will: and He be wise hereafter. 
And seeke for grace: what a thrice double Asse 
Was I lo take this drunkard for a god? 
And worship this dull foole? 3^0 

3JO-I. pto«e-Popi. 3JS-7- prae-Pon. 
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Pre. Goe to, away. 

Ale. Hence, and bestow your luggage where you 
found it. I 

Seb. Or stole it rather, 

{Exeunt Cal., Sle., end 7>wi.] 

Ptq. Sir, I invite your Highnesse, and your traine 
To my poore Cell; where you shall Cake your rest 
For this one night, which part of it. He waste 
With such discourse, as I not doubt, shall make it 
Goe quicke away: The story of my life. 
And the pardcukr accidents, gon by 
Since I came to this Isle; And in the mome 360 

I'le bring you to your ship, and so to Naples, 
Where I have hope to see the nuptiall 
Of these our deerc-belov'd, aolemnizcd. 
And thence retire me to my MiUaine, where 
Every third thought shall be my grave. 

Ale, I long 
To heare the story ot your life; which must 
Tate the care stamgely. 

Pro, I'le deliver all. 
And promise you calme Seas, auspidous gales, 370 
And saile, so expeditious, that shall catch 
Your Royal! fleete farre off: My Artel; chicke 
That b ihy charge; Then to the Elements 
Be free, and fare ihou well: please you draw neere. 
Exeunt omnes. 
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EPILOGUE, 

spoken by Prospero. 

\TOff'' my Cbarmes are ah ere-tbrowne, 
^ ' And what strength I have 'j mine mnni 
Wbicb is mo,t faint: mw '/ i, true 
I must ie beere cenfinde by jqu. 
Or seat ta Niples, Let me not 
Since I have my Duiidsme got, 
And pardon" d tbe deceiver, dwelt 
In tbii bare Island, by your Spell, 
But release me from my bands 
Witb tbe helpe of your good hands: 
Gentle breath of yours, my Sailes 
Must Jill, or else my project failes. 
Which vai to please: Now I want 
Spirits to enforce: Art lo incbant. 
And my ending is despaire, 
Unlesse I be reliev'd by praier 
Wbich pierces to, thai it assaults 
Mercy it selfe. and frees all faults. 

As you from crimes would pardon' d be. 
Let your Indulgence set me free. 



The Scene, an un-inhabited Island 
Names of the Actors. 

Alonst, K. ef Naplei: 

Sebastian his Brather. 

Prospers, the right Duke af Millaine. 

Anibimie his bralber, the usurping Duke ef Millaine. 

Ferdinand, Son to the King ef Naples. 

Gonzalo, an henest old Councelhr. 

Adrian, & Franeisco, Lords. 

Caliban, a salvage and deformed slave. 

Trinculo, a fetter. 

Stepbano, a drunken Butler. 

Master of a Ship. 

Beate-Saiaine. 

Marriaers. 

Miranda, daughter Ic Frosfert. 

Ariell, an ayrie spirit. 

Iris 

Ceres 

7-">o 

Nfmphes 
Reapers , 

FINIS. 



THE FAMOUS HISTORY OF THE 

LIFE OF KING HENRY 

THE EIGHT 



[DRAMATIS PERSONS 

King Henkv the Eigbtb. 

Cardinal Wolsey. 

Cardinal Campeius. 

Capucius, Ambaisadar from tbe Emperor C 

Cranmer, Arcbbiibtp of Canterbury. 

Duke of Norpolk. 

Duke op Buckinghau. 

Duke op Suffolk. 

Earl op Surrey. 

Lord Chamberlain. 

Lord Chancellor. 

Gardiner, Bisbap of IVintbesur. 

Biahop of Lincoln. 

Lord Abercavenny. 

Lord Sands. 

Sir Henry Gdildford. 

Sir Thomas Lovell. 

Sir Anthony Denny. 



to Wolsey. 

, Servant to fVoliej. 
Griffith, Genlleman-uiber to Queen K 
Three Gentlemen. 

Doctor Butts, Physician to tbe King, 
Garter King-at-Arms. 
Surveyor to the Duke of Buckingham. 
Brandon, and a Sergeam-at-Arms. 



Door-keeper of the Council-chtmber. Porter, and his 

Page to Gardiner. A Crier. 

Queen Katharine, wifi to King Henry, afterwards 

divorced. 
Anne Bullen, her Maid of Honour, afterwards 

a„„. 

An old laAy , friend to Anne Bullen. 
Patience, woman « Queen Katharine. 

Several Lords and Ladies in the Dumb Shows; Women 

attending upon the Queen; Scribes, Officers, 

Guards, and other Attendants. 

Spirit.. 

Scenes London; Westminster; Kimboltan.'^ 



ii 



THE FAMOUS HISTORY 

OF THE LIFE OF KING 

HENRY THE EIGHT 

V 
THE PROLOGUE. 

/COME no more to maki you laugh. Things note. 
That beare a Weighty, and a Serious Brow, 
Sad, Hgb, and working, full of State and wee: 
Such Noik Scaaei, as draw the Eye to flow 
We nata present. Those that can Pitty, beere 
May {if they thinkt it well) letfalla Teare, 
The Subject will deserve it. Such as give 
Their Money out of hope they may beleeve. 
May heerefinde Truth too. Those that come to see lo 
Onely a show or two, and so a gree. 
The Play may passe: If they bi still, and willing, 
lie undertake may see away their shilling 
Richly in two short houres. Onely they 
That come to heare a Merry, Bawdy Play, 
A noyse of Targets: Or to see a Fellow 
In a long Motley Coate, garded^ with Yellow, 
Will be deceyv'd. For gentle Hearers, know '^trimmed 
To ranke our chosen Truth with such a show 
As Foole, and Fight is, beside forfeyting 20 

Our omne Braines, and the Opinion that we bring 

\\. a pu: atice-I-^F. 



Prol. 21-r. Lio] THE LIFE OF 

To make that onely true, rot rnno intend. 
Will leave us never an understanding Friend. 
Therefore, ftr Goadneise sake, and as you are knovme 
The First and Happiest Hearers of the Tovine, 
Be sad, as we would make ye. Tbinke ye see 
The very Persons of our Noble Story, 
As they were Living: Tbinke you see tbem Great, 
And follow' d with the generall throng, and sweat 
Of thousand Friends: Then, in a moment, see Jo 

How soone this Migbtinesse, meets Misery: 
And if you tan be merry then, lie say, 
A Man may weepe uptn bis Wedding day. 

Actus Primus. Scoena Prima. 
[London. An ante-chamber in the palace.'\ 

Enter ibe Duie of Norfolke at one doore. At the other, 

the Duie of Buckingham, and the Lord 

Aburgavenny, 

Buciittgbam. 

GOOD morrow, and well met. How have ye done 
Since last we saw in France? 

Norf. I thanke yoar Grace: 
Healthfiill, and ever since a fresh Admirer 
Of what I saw (here. 10 

Buck. An untimely Ague 
Staid me a Prisoner in my Chamber, when 
Those Sannes of Glory, those two Lights of Men 
Met in the vale of Andren. 

Nor. 'Twixt Guynes and Arde, 
I was then present, saw them salute on Horsebacte, 
Beheld them when they lighted, how they clung 
In their Embraeement, as they grew together. 



HENRY THE EIGHT [I. i. 11-40 

Which had they, 

Whal foure Thron'd onca could have weigh'd 10 

Such a compounded one? 

Back. All ihe whole time 
I was my Chambers Prisoner. 

Nor. Then you lost 
The view of earthly glory; Men might say 
Till this time Pompe was single, but now married 
To one above it selfe. Each following day 
Became the next dayes master, till the last 
Made former Wonders, it's. To day the French, 
All Clinquanii all in Gold, like Heathen Gods 30 
Shone downe the English; and to morrow, they 
Made Britaine, India: Every man that stood, ^g/iiiering 
Shew'd like a Mine. Their Dwarfish Pages were 
As Cherubins, all ^Ic: the Madams too. 
Not us'd to toylc, did almost sweat to beare 
The Pride upon them, that their very labour 
Was to them, as a Painting. Now this Maske 
Was cry'de incompareablei and th'entuing night 
Made it a Poole, and Begger. The two Kings 
Equall in lustre, were now best, now worst 40 

As presence did present them; Him in eye. 
Still him in praise, and being present both, 
'Twas said they saw but one, and no Discemer 
Durst wagge his Tongue in censure, when these Sunnes 
(For 30 they phrase 'em) by their Heralds challeng'd 
The Noble Spirits to Armes, they did performe 
Beyond thoughts Compasse, that former fabulous Storie 
Being now scene, possible enough, got credit 
That Sevii was beleev'd. 

But. Oh you go farre. ;o 

Ner. As I belong to worship, and affect 
In Honor, Honesty, the tract ofev'ry thing, 

19-10. I l.-lRowi. 44. period iftn ctniuri-Kowt. 
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Would by a good DiBcourser loose some life. 
Which Acdona «elfe, was tongue too. 

Bue. Ail was Royall, 
To the disposing of it nought rebell'd. 
Order gave each thing view. The Office did 
Distinctly his full Function; [^vf-] who did guide, 
I meanc who sec the Body, and the Limbes 
Of [his great Sport together? 60 

Hor. As you guesse: 

[JViir.^ One certes, that promises 00 Element 
In such a businesse. 

Bu(. I pray you who, my Lord^ 

Nor. All thu was ordred by the good Discretion 
Of the tight Reverend Cardinall of Yorlte. 

Buc, The divell speed him: No mans Pye is freed 
From his Ambitious finger. What had he 
To do in these fierce Vanities^ I wonder. 
That such a Keech can with his very buike 70 

Take up the Rayes o'th' beneficial! Sun, 
And ):eepe it from the Earth. 

Nor. Surely Sir, 
There's in him stufie, that put's him to these ends: 
For being not propi by Auncestry, whose grace 
Chalkes Successors their way; nor call'd upon 
For high feats done to'ch'Crowne; ndther Allied 
To eminent Assistants; buc Spider-like 
Opt of his Selfe-drawing Web. O gives us note. 
The force of his owne merit makes his way 80 

A guifi that heaven gives for him, which buyes 
A place next to che King. 

Abur. I cannot cell 

$]. /iK'>i.-lBi*-x-4F. 55. Buc.: ouC-Thiobald. ;g-6i.i{iHcb 
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What Heaven hath given him: let some Graver eye 

Pierce into that, but I can see his Pride 

Peepe through each part of him: whence ha's he chat. 

If not from Hellf The Divell is a Niggard. 

Or ha's given all before, and he b«^ns 

A new Hell in hiimeire. 

Bu(. Why the Divell, 90 

Upon this French going out, tooke he upon him 
(Without the privity o'th'King) t' appoint 
Who should attend on him? He makes up the File 
Of all the Gentry; for the most part such 
To whom as great a Charge, u little Honor 
He meant to lay upon: and his owne Letter 
The Honourable Boord of Councell, out 
Muit fetch him in, he Papers. 

Abar. I do know 
Kiiumen of mine, three at the least, that have 100 
By this, so sicken'd their Estates, that never 
The)r shall abound as formerly. 

Bue. O many 
Have broke their backes with laying Mannors on 'em 
For this great Journey. What did this vanity 
But minister communication of 

Nor. Greevingly I thinke. 
The Peace betweene the French and us, not valewes 
The Cost that did conclude it. 1 10 

Bac. Every man. 
After the hideout storme that follow'd, was 
A thing Inapir'd, and not consulting, broke 
Into a gcnerall Prophesies That this Tempest 
Dashing the Garment of this Peace, aboaded 
The sodaine breach on't. 

Nor. Which is budded out, 



I. i. 9S-II6] THE LIFE OF 

For France hath fUw'd the League, and hath altach'd 
Out Merchants goods at BurdcuK. 

Abur. I> it therefore uo 

Th'Ambaisador is iilenf'df 

Nar. Marry is't. 

Abur. A proper Title of a Peace, and purchas'd 
At R superfluous race. 

But. Why all this Buiinesse 
Our Reverend Cardinall carried. 

Nar. Like it your Grace, 
The Stale lakes notice of the private difference 
Betwixt you, and the Cardinall. I advise you 
(And take it irom a heart, that wishes cowards you 130 
Honor, and plenteous safety) that you reade 
The Cardinals Malice, and his Potency 
Together; To consider further, that 
What his high Hatred would effect, wants not 
A Minister in his Power. You know hia Nature, 
That he's Revengefull; and I know, his Sword 
Hath a sharpe edge: It's long, and'c may be satde 
It reaches fiirre, and where 'twill not extend. 
Thither he darts it. Bosome up my counsell, 
You't iinde it whotesome. Loe, where comes that Rock 
That I advice your shunning. 141 

£nur Cardinall IVolsey, the Purie borne before him, or- 

iaine I oftbeGuarii.aniiltijo Secretaries wilbPaptri: 

The I Cardinall in hii passage, fixetb his ejt 

en Buck- | ham, end Buckingham on him, 

both full of disdaine. 

Car. The Duke of Buckingham! Surveyor? Ha? 

Where's his Esaminaiion? 

Seer. Heere so please you. 
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Ciir. Is he in person, ready? 1 50 

Se^r, I, please your Grace. 

Car. Well, we siiall then know niore,& Bueiiagham 
Shall lessen tliii bigge lookc. 

Exeunt Cardinall, and his Traine. 

Buc. This Butchers Curre isvenom'd-mouth'd.and 1 
Have not the power to muzzle him, therefore best 
Not wake him in his slumber. A Beggers booke. 
Out-worths a Nobles blood, , 

Ner. What are you chaff'd? 
AskeGodtbr Temp' ranee, that's th'applianceonely 160 
Which your disease requires. 

Buc. I read in's looks 
Matter against me, and his eye revii'd 
Me as his abject objea, at this instant 
He bores me wiihsome tricke; He's gone to'ch'King: 
He follow, and out-stare him. 

Nor. Stay my Lord, 
And let your Reason with your ChoUer question 
What 'tis you go about: to climbe aieepe hilies 
Requires slow pace at first. Anger is like 170 

A lull hot Horse, who being allow'd his way 
Selfe-metile tyres him: Not a man in England 
Can advise me hfee you: Be to your selfe. 
As you would to your Friend, 

Buc. He to the King, 
And from a mouth of Honor, quite cry downe 
This IpsieUb fellowes insolence; or proclaimc. 
There's difference in no persons, 

Narf. Be advis'd; 
Heat not a Furnace for your foe ao hot l3o 

That it do sindge your selfe. We may out-runne 
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By violent swirmnse that which we run at; 
And lose by over-running; know you not. 
The fire ihiC mounu the liquor til't run ore. 
In Kerning to augment it, wasts it: be advis'd; 
1 My Rgaine there is no Engliih Soule 
More stronger to direct you then your selfe; 
If with the tap of reason you would quench. 
Or but allay the fire of passion. 

Bud. Sir, cfi 

I am thanktiill to you, and lie goe along 
By your prescription: but chia top-proud fellow. 
Whom from the flow of gall I name not, but 
From sincere motions, by Intelligence, 
And proofes as cleere as Founts in yn/y, when 
Wee sec each graine of gravcll; I doe know 
To be corrupt and treasonous, 

Norf. Say not treasonoua. 

Buck. Toth'King lie say' t.imakemy vouch aastrong 
As shore of Rocke: attend. This holy Foze, 100 
Or Wolfe, or both (for he is equall rav'nous 
As he is subtile, and as prone to mischiefe. 
As able to perfonn't) his mindc, and frfacc 
Infecting one another, yea reciprocally. 
Only to shew his pompe, as well in France, 
As here at home, suggests^ the King our Master 
To this last costly Treaty: Th'enierview, 1 indus 
That swallowed io much treasure, and like a gtasse 
Did brcake ith' wrenching. 

Norf. Faith, and so It did. no 

Bud. Pray give me fevour Sir: This cunning CardiDill 
The Ardcles o'th' Combination drew 
As himselfe pleas'd; and they were ratified 
As he cride thus let be, to as much end, 

■9S- 7»/)'-'Jttly-»-4F- '09- f/nncbing.- rinalDc-Pon. 
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Aa give ■ Crutch to th'dead. But our Count- Card! nail 
Has done this, and tis well: for worthy Wobey 
(Who cannot erre) he did it. Now this followes, 
(Which as I take it, is a kinde of Puppie 
To th'old dam Treason) Charles the Empeiour, 
Under pretence to see the Queene his Aunt, 110 

(For twas indeed his colour, but he came 
To whisper Wahiy) here makes visitation. 
His feares were that the Interview betwirt 
England and France, might through their amity 
Breed him some prejudice; for from this League, 
Peep'd harmes that menac'd him. Privily 
Dealei with our Cardinal, and as 1 troa 
Which I doe well; for I am sure the Emperour 
Paid ere he promis'd, whereby his Suit was granted 
Ere it was ask'd. But when the way was made 130 
And pav'd with gold: the Emperor thus desir'd. 
That he would please to alter the Kings course. 
And breake the foresaid peace. Let the King know 
(As BOone he shajl by me) that thus the Cardinal! 
Does buy and sell his Honour as he pleases. 
And for his owne advantage. 

l^orf. I am sorry 
To heare this of him; and could wish he were 
Somthing mistaken in't. 

Buck. No, not a sillable; 140 

I doe pronounce him in that very shape 
He shall appeare in proofe. 

EnttT Brandon, a Sergeant ai Armes before him, and 

" two or tbeee of the Guard. 
Brandon. Your Office Sergeant; execute it. 
Sergeant. Sir, 

117. troa: trow-j-4F 044. tbia: thrsa-i-4F. 
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My Lord the Duke oi Backingham, and Eorle 

OiHcrtferd, Stafford tuA Northampton, I 

Airesi diee of High Treason, in the name 

Of our most Soveraigne King, 250 

Buck. Lo you my Lord, 
The net hat falne upon me, I shall perish 
Under device, and practise: 

Bran. I am sorry. 
To lee you lane Irom liberty, to looke on 
The busines present. Tb hii Highnes pleasure 
You shall to th'Tower. 

Bu<k, It will helpe me nothing 
To plead mine Innocence; for that dye b on me 
Which makesmywhit'st part, black. ThcwillofHeav'n 
Be done in this and all things: t obey. 261 

O my Lord Aburgany: Fare you well. 

Bran. Nay, he must beare you company. The King 
\Te Aher£avimj\ 
Is pleas'd you shall to th'Tower, tillyou know 
How he determines fiiriher. 

Absr. As the Duke said, 
The will of Heaven be done, and the Kings pleasure 
By me obey'd. 

Bran. Here is a warrant Irom 
The King, t'attach Lord Mauntacute, and the Bodies 
Of the Dukes Confessor, John di la Car, 37] 

One Gilbert Fecke, his Councellour. 

Back. So, so; 
These are the limbs o'th'Plot: no more I hope. 

Bra. A Monke o'th'Ciar/r^B*. 

Buck. O MichaeU Hopkins? 
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Bra. He. 

Buck. My Surveyor is ftlce; The ore-great Cardinal} 
Hath shcw'd him gold; my life is spand already: 
I am ihe shadow of poore Buckingham, z8o 

Whose Figure even this instant Clowd puts on, 
By Darkning my deere Sunne. My Lords farewell. Exe. 

Scena Secunda. 
[The same. The coumU-chamier.'] 

Carnels. EnlerKingHenry, leaning on the Cardinals shoul- 
dtr,tbe Nobles, and Sir Thomas Lovtll: she Cardinal/ 
places himselfe under the Kings feete on 
bis right side. 
King. My life it selfe, and the best heart of it, 
Thankes you for this great care: I stood i'lh'lcvcll' 
Ofa ftiU-charg'd confederacie, and give thankes 1 aim 
To you that choak'd it. Let be cald before us 
That Genlleman o( Backingbams, in person, 10 

lie heare him his confessions justihe. 
And point by point the Treasons of his Maister, 
He shall againe relate. 

ji neyse tviihin crying roomefer the Queene, usher' d iy (he 

Duie ofNorfolke. Enter the Queene, Nerfolke and 

Snffalke: she kneels. King risethfrom his Slale;i 

takes her up, kisses and plaeelh 

her iy him. . 2 (drone 

Queen. Nay, we must longer kneele; I am a Suitor. 

King. Arise, and take place by us; halfe your Suit 

Never name to us; you have halfe our power; 2 1 

181. Lirdi: lord-RowE. i6. SnfMc: misprint iF. 
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The other moity ere you ute is given. 
Repeat your will, and take it. 

Queen. Thanke your Majesty 
That you would love your aelfe, aod in thit love 
Not uncoriidered leave your Honour, nor 
The dignity of your Office; ia the poynt 
Of my Petition, 

Kilt. lady mine proceed. 

Queen. I am solicited not by a few, ;o 

And those of true condition; That your Subjecti 
Arc in great grievance: There have beene Commissions 
Sent downe among 'em, which hath flaw'd the hein 
Of all their Loyalties; wherein, although 
My good Lord Cardinall, they vent reproches 
Most bitterly on you, as putter on 
Of these ezacuans: yet the King, our Maister 
Whose Honor Heaven shield from soile; even he escapes 
not I 

Language unmannerly; yea, such which bretkes 
The sides of loyalty, and almost appearea 4a 

In lowd Rebellion. 

Ner/. Not almost appeares. 
It doth appeare; for, upon these Taxations, 
The Clothiers all not able to maintaine 
The many to them lon^g, have put off 
The Spinsters, Carders, Fullers, Weavers, who 
Unlit for other life, eompeld by hunger 
And lack of other meanes, in desperate manner 
Daring th'event too th'teeth, are all in uprore. 
And danger serves among them. ;o 

Kin, Taxation? 
Wherein? and what Taxation? My Lord Cardinall, 

45. lei^i«e: 'laDKiac-4F. 
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You ihat arc blam'd for it alike with us. 
Know you of thi» Taxation? 

Card, Please you Sir, 
I know but of a single part in ought 
Pertaines to th' State; tuiil front but in that File 
Where others tell steps with me. 

Queen. No, my Lord? 
You know no more then others? But you frame 60 
Things that are knowne alike, which arc not wholsome 
To those which would not know them, and yet must 
Perforce be their acquaintance. These exactions 
(Whereof my Soveraigne would have note) they are 
Most pestileDt to th'hearing, and to beare *em. 
The Backe is Sacrifice to th'load; They say 
They are devia'd by you, er else you sufier 
Too hard an exclamation. 

Km. Still Exaction: 
The nature of it, in what kinde let's know, 70 

Is this Exaction? 

Queen. I am much too venturous 
In tempting of your patience, but am boldned 
Under your promis'd pardon. The Subjects griefe 
Comes through Commissions, which compels from each 
The sixt part of his Substance, to be levied 
Without delay; and the pretence for this 
Isnam'd,yonrwarTe3in France: this makes bold mouths. 
Tongues spit their duties out, and cold hearts freeze 
Allegeance in them; their curses now 80 

Live where their prayers did: and it's come to passe. 
This tractable obedience is a Slave 
To each incensed Will; I would your Highnesse 
Would give it tjuicke consideration; for 

67. eri or-i-4F. 75. cemfttn csmpil-PoFi. 
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There ia no primer baKnesse. 

Kin. By my life. 
This is against our pleasure. 

Card. And for me, 
I have no liiriher gone in this, then by 
A single voice, and that not past me, but 90 

By learned approbation of the Judges: If I am 
Traduc'd by ignorant Tongues, which neither know 
My faculties nor person, yet will be 
The Chronicles of my doing: Let me say, 
'Tis but the late of Place, and the rough Brake 
That Vertue must goe through: wc must not stint 
Our necessary actions, in the fcare 
To cope malicious Ccnsurers, which ever. 
As rav'nous Fishes doe a Vessell follow 
That is new trim'dj but benefit no farther 100 

Then vainly longing. What we oft doe best. 
By sicke Interpreters (once weake ones) is 
Not ours, or not allow'di what worst, u oft 
Hitting a grosser <]uality, is cride up 
For our best Act: if we shall stand still. 
In feare our motion will be mock'd, or carp'd at. 
We should take roote here, where we wtj 
Or sit State-Statues onely. 

Kin. Things done well. 
And with a care, exempt themselves ftom feare: 110 
Things done without example, in their issue 
Are to be fear'd. Have you a President 
Of this Commission? I belecve, not any. 
We must not rend our Subjects from our Lawes, 
And sticke them in our Will. Sixt part of each? 
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A trembling Contribution; why we take 
From every Tree, lop, barke, and par o'th'Tjmber: 
And though we leave it with s rooie thus hackt. 
The Ayre will drinke the Sap. To every County 
Where this is question'd, send our Letters, with 1 zo 
Free pardon to each man that has deny'de 
The force of this Commission: pray looke too't; 
1 put it to your care. 

Card. A word with you. [Ti the Secretary] 
Let there be Letters writ to every Shire, 
or the Kings grace and pardon: the greeved Commons 
Hardly conceive of me. Let it be nois'd. 
That through our Intercession, this Revokement 
And pardon comes: I shall anon advise you 
Further in the proceeding. Exit Srcret, 130 

Enter Surveyor . 

Queen. I am sony, that the Duke oi Buchngbam 
Is run in your displeasure. 

Kin. It grieves many; 
The Gentleman is Lcam'd, and a most rare Speaker, 
To Nature none more bound; his trayning such. 
That he may furnish and instruct great Teachers, 
And never seeke for ayd out of himselfe: yet see. 
When these so Noble benefits shall prove 
Not well dispos'd, the minde growing once corrupt, 140 
They tume to vicious formes, leu times more ugly 
Then ever they were faire. This man so compleat. 
Who was enrold 'mongst wonders; and when we 
Almost with ravish'd listning, could not finde 
His houre of speech, a minute: He, (my Lady) 
Hath into monstrous habits put the Graces 
That once were his, and is become as blacke. 
As if besmear'd in hell. Sit by Us, you shall heare 
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(Thii VIM his Gentleman in trusi) of him 

Things lo snike Honour sad. Bid him recount i;o 

The fore-recited practises, whereof 

We cannot feele too little, heare too much. 

CarJ. Stand forth, & with bold spirit relate what you 
Most like a carelull Subjeci have collected 
Out of the Duke of BucJiingbam. 

Kin. Speake freely. 

Sar. First, it was usuall with him; every day 
It would infect his Speech: That if the King 
Should without issue dyej hee'l carry it so 
To make the Scepter hit. These very words 160 
I've heard him utter to his Sonne in Law, 
Lord Aburgany, to whom by oth he menac'd 
Revenge upon the Cardinall. 

Card. Please your Highnease note 
This dangerous conception in this point. 
Not frended by his wish to your High person; 
His will is most malignant, and it stretches 
Beyond you to your friends. 

Queen. My learn'd Lord Cardinall, 
Deliver all with Charity. 170 

Kin. Speake on; 

How grounded hee his Title to the Crowne 
Upon our l^ile; to tliis poyni hast thou heard him. 
At any time speake ought^ 

Sur. He was brought to this. 
By a vaine Prophesie of Nicholas Hentoti. 

Kin. What was that Henten'! 

Sur. Sir, a Chartreux Fryer, 
His Confessor, who fed him every r 
With words of Soveraignty, 
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Kin. How know'st thou this? 

^vr.Not long before your Highnesse sped 10 France, 
The Duke b«ng at the Rose, within the Parish 
Saint Laurence Poaltaey, did of me demand 
What was the speech among the Londoners, 
Concerning the French Journey. I repUdc, 
Men feare the French would prove perfidious 
To the Kings danger: presently, the Duke 
Said, 'twas the feare indeed, and that he doubted 
'Twould prove the verity of certaine words 190 

Spoke by a holy Monke, that oft, sayes he. 
Hath sent to me, wbhing me to permit 
yebn ie la Car, my Chaplaine, a choycc howre 
To heare from him a matter of some moment: 
Whom after under the Commissions Scale, 
He sollemnly had swome, that what he spoke 
My Chaplaine to no Creature linng, but 
To me, should utter, with demure Confidence, 
This pausingly ensu'de; nnther the King, nor'sHeyret 
(Tell you the Duke) shall prosper, bid him strive 
To the love o't' Commonalty, the Duke lOI 

Shall goveme England. 

Queen. If I know you well. 
You were the Dukes Surveyor, and lost your Office 
On the complaint o'th'Tenants; take good heed 
You charge not in your spleene a Noble person. 
And spoyle your nobler Soule; I say, take heed; 
Yes, heartily beseech you. 

Kin. Let him on: Goe forward. 

Sur. On my Soule, lie speake but truth. 210 

I told my Lord the Duke, by th'Divels illusions 

ig7-/«".-h«'<l-P<,M. 
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The Monke might be deceiv'd, and that 'twas dangerous 

For this to ruminate on this so farre, untill 

It forg'd him some designe, which being beleev'd 

It was iDQch like to doe: He answer' d. Tush, 

It can doe me no damage; adding further. 

That had the King in his last Sickoesse faild. 

The Cardinals and Sir Thomai Loveli heads 

Should have gone olf. 

Kin. Ha? What, so rancke? Ah, ha, no 

There's mischiefe in this man; caost thou wy turther; 

Sur. 1 can my Liedge. 

Kin. Proceed. 

Sur. Being at GreemDiii, 
After your Highnease had reprov'd the Duke 
About Sir If^iiliam Blumtr. 

Kia. 1 remember of such a time, being my sworn ter- 

The Duke retdn'd him his. But on: what hcneeJ 

Bar. If (quoth he) I for this had beene committed. 
As to the Tower, I thought; I would have plaid 230 
The Part my Father meant to act upon 
Th' Usurper Richard, who being at Salsiury, 
Made suit to come in's presence; which if granted, 
(As he made semblance of his duty) would 
Have put his knife into him. 

Kin. A Gyant Traytor. 

Cdrd'.NowMadam, mayhiiHighneslivein freedome. 
And thb man out of Prison. 

Queen. God mend all. 

111-13. r** ■■ ^'r 'l>i' (Mm): I I.-Capkh. 
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Kin. Ther'ssomthing more woatd out of thee; what 
say'st? I 240 

Sur. After the Duke his Fatiier, with the knife 
He stretch 'd him, and with one hand on his dagger, 
Another spread on's breast, mounting his eyes. 
He did discharge 1 horrible Oath, whose tenor 
Was, were he evill us'd, he would outgoe 
Hia Father, by aa much as a performance 
Do'a an irresolute purpose. 

Kin. There's his period. 
To sheath hia knife in ua: he la attach'd. 
Call him to preaent tryall; if he may 2;o 

I^nde mercy in the Law, 'tis his; if none. 
Let him not seek'i of us: By day and night 
Hee's Traytor to th'height. Exeunt. 

Sccena Tertia. 
\An anti-cbamber in the palace.'\ 
Enter L. Cbarnberlaine, and L. Sandys. 
L. Cb. Is't poaaible the spcis of France should juggle 
Men into such strange mysteries? 

L.San. New customes. 
Though. they be never so ridiculous, 
(Nay let 'em be unmanly) yet are follow'd. 

L. Cb. Aa farre as I see, all the good our English 
Have got by the late Voyage, is but mcerely 9 

A fit* or two o'th'fece, (but they are shrewd ones) 
For when they hold 'em, you would sweare directly 
TTieir very noses had been Councellours ^trick 

To Pepin or Cloibariai, they keepe State so. 

141. lU Dulit bii Fatbtr, .. km/i: quotcd-CAPiLL. 
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L.Sau. They have ill new legs. 
And lame ones; one would take it. 
That never »ee 'em pace before, the Spavco 
A Sprmg-halt rain'd among 'em. 

L. Cb. Death my Lord, 
Their doathes are after such a Pagan cut too't, 
Thatsure ih'havewome out Chistendome: how dqvi! 
What newei. Sir Thomas LovtlH 21 

Enter Sir Tbintas Lovell. 

Lovell. Faith my Lord, 
I heare of none but the new Proclamation, 
Thai's clapt upon the Court Gate. 

L.Cbam. Whatis't for? 

Lov. The reformation of our travei'd Gallants, 
That fill the Court with quarrela, talke, and Taylors, 

L.Cbam. I'm glad 'tis there; 
Now I would pray our Monsieurs ]o 

To thinke an English Courtier may be wise. 
And never see the Lsuvre. 

Lov. They must either 
(For so run the Conditions) leave those remnants 
Of Foole and Feather, that they got in France, 
With all their honourable points of igoorance 
Pertaining thereunto; as Fights and Fire-workes, 
Abusing better men then ihey can be 
Out of a forreigne wisedome, renouncing cleane 
The faith they have in Tennis and tall Stockings, 40 
Short blistred Breeches, and those types of Travell; 
And understand again e like honest men. 
Or pack to their old PlayfeHowes; there, I take ii, 

14-15. I l.-Po«. 16. m.' uw-Pifl- 
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They may Citm Prviiitgk, wee away 

The lag end of their lewdnease, and be kugh'd ai. 

L. Saa. Tis time to give 'em Physieke, their diseases 
Are growne so catching, 

L. Cham What a losac our Ladies 
Will have of these trim vanitiesf 

Lotiell. I marry, JO 

There will be woe indeed Lords, the slyc whoraons 
Have got ■ speeding tricke to lay downe Ladies. 
A French Song, and a Fiddle, ha's no Fellow. 

L.San. The Divell fiddle 'em. 
I am glad they are going. 
For sure there's no converting of 'era; now 
An honest Country Lord as I am, beaten 
A long lime out of play, may bring his plaine song. 
And have an houre of hearing, and by'r Lady 
Held currant Musicke too. 60 

L. Cham. Well said Lord Sands, 
Your Colts tooth is not cast yet? 

L.San. No my Lord, 
Nor shall not while I have a stumpe. 

L.Cbam. Sir Thomas, 
Whither were you a going? 

Lbv. To the Cardinals; 
Your Lordship is a guest too. 

L.Cham. O, 'tis true; 
This night he makes a Supper, and a great one, 70 
To many Lords and Ladies; there will be 
The Beauty of this Kingdome He assure you. 

Lev. That Churchman 
Beares a bounteous minde indeed, 
A hand as fruitfull as the Land that feeds us, 
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His dewes fall every where. 

L.Cbam. No doubt hce's Noble; 
He had ■ blacke mouth xhu said other of him. 

L.San. He m»y my Lord, 
Ha'» wherewithiU in himj 80 

Sparing would shew 1 worse sinne, then ill Doctrint, 
Men of hi) way, should be most libcrall. 
They are wt hccre for examples. 

L. Cham. True, they are so; 
Bui few now give so great ones: 
My Barge stayes; 

Your Lordship shall along: Come, good Sir TTitmtt, 
We shall be late else, which I would not be. 
For I was spoke to, with Sir Henry Guilferd 
This night to be Comptrollers. 90 

L.San, I am your Lorcbhips. ExtMMt. 

Scena Quarta. 
[J Hall in nri Place.'\ 

Heiaies. AsmallTableundera State fer the Cardindl,t 
linger Table for the Guests. Then Enter Anne Bulltn, 
and divers other Ladies, (J Gentlemen, as Giieits 
at aae Daore; at an ather Doore enter 
Sir Henry Guilford. 
S. Hen. Guilf. Ladyes, 
A gencrail welcome from his Grace 
Salutes ye all; This Night he dedicates 
To faire content, and you: None hcerc he hopes 10 
In all this Noble Bevy, has brought with her 
One care abroad: hee would have all as merry: 

79-80. I l.-Ro*E. 85-6. I l.-Rowi. 
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As first, good Company, good wme, good welcome. 
Can make good people. 

Enter L. Cbamberlaine L. Sands, and Lavtll, 

my Lord, y'are tardy; 

The very thought of this fkire Company, 
Clapi wings Co me. 

Cham. You are young Sir Harry Guilford. 

San. Sir Thomai Lavell, had the Cardinall 10 

But halFe my L^y-thoughts in him, some of these 
Should lindc a running Banket, ere they rested, 

1 thinke would better please 'em: by my life. 
They are a sweet society of 6ire ones. 

Lev. O that your Lordship were but now Confessor, 
To one or two of these, 

San. I would I were. 
They should linde easie pennance. 

Lev. Faith how easie? 

San. As easie as a downe bed would affbord it. 30 

Cham. Sweet Ladies will it please you sit; Sh Harry 
Place you that aide. He take the charge of this: 
His Grace is entring. Nay, you must not freeze. 
Two women plac'd together, makes cold weather: 
My Lord Sands, you are one will keepe 'em waking: 
Pray sit bctweene these Ladies. 

San. By my taith. 
And thanke your Lordship: by your leave sweet Ladies, 
If 1 chance to talke a little wilde, forgive me: 
I had it from my Father. 40 

An. Bui. Was he mad Sir? 

San. O, very mad, exceeding mad, in love too; 
But he would bite none, just as 1 ioK now. 
He would Kisse you Twenty with a breath. 

[Km, for.] 
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Cham. Well add my Lord: 
So now y'ait fairely sealed: Gnilemen, 
The pennance lyes on you; if these fiiire Ladies 
Paise away trowning. 

San. For my little Cure, 
Let me alone. ;o 

Hslioyei. Enttr Cardinell Welsey, and tails bis Stall. 

Card V are welcome my &ire Guests ; that noble Lady 
Or Gentleman that is not freely merry 
Is not jay Friend. This to confirme my welcome, 
And to you all good health. \prinh^ 

San. Your Grace is Noble, 
Let me have such a Bowie may hold my thankes. 
And save me so much talking. 

Card. My Lord Sandi, 
I am beholding to you: cheere your neighbours: &o 
Ladies you are not merry; Gentlemen, 
Whose fault is this? 

San. The red wine first must rise 
In their faire cheeke* my Lord, then wee shall have 'em, 
Talke us to silence. 

An.B. You are a merry Gamster 
My Lord Sands. 

San. Yes, if 1 make my play : 
Heer's to your Ladiship, and pledge it Madam: 
For tis to such a thing. 70 

An.S. You cannot shew me. 

Drum and Trumpet, Chamhirs disebargd. 

San. I told your Grace, they would talke anon. 

Card. What's that? 

Cham. Looke out there, some of ye, \Exit 5^t.1 
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Card. What warlike voyce. 
And to what end is this^ Nayj Ladies, teare not; 
By all the lawea of Warre y'are priviledg'd. 

Enter a Servant. 

Cham. How now, what is't? 80 

Serv. A noble troupe of Strangers, 
For so they seeme; th'have left their Barge and landed. 
And hither make, as great Embassadors 
From fbrraigne Princes. 

Card. Good Lord Chamberlaine, 
Go, give'em welcome; you can speake the French tongue 
And pray receive 'em Nobly, and conduct *em • 
Into our presence, where this heaven of beauty 
Shall shine at tiill upon them. Some attend him. 

[Exit Cbamierlain, atlended.'\ 
All r he, and Tables remnv'd. 90 
You have now a broken Banket, but wee'l mend it. 
A good digestion to you all; and once more 
I showre a welcome on yee: welcome all. 

Haioyej. Enter King and others as Maskers, habited Hie 
Shepbeards, usher' d by the Lord Chamberlaine. They 
passe direitly before the Cardinall, and gracefully sa- 
lute him. 
A noble Company: what are their pleasures^ 

Cham. Because they speak no English, thus they praid 
To tell your Grace: That having heard by lame 100 
Of this so Noble and so faire assembly. 
This night to meet heere they could doe no le&se, 
(Out of the great respect they beare to beauty) 
But leave their Flockes, and under your faire Conduct 
Crave leave to view these Ladies, and entreat 
An houre of Revels with 'em. 
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Card. Say, Lord Cbttmbirlaine, 
They have done my poore bouse grace: 
For which I pay 'em a ihouiand thanko. 
And pray 'em uke their pleasures. 110 

Cimse Ladiei, King and An. BulUn. 

King. The ikirest hand I ever touch'd: O Bciuty, 
Till now I never knew thee. 

Mutitie, Dame. 

Card. My Lord. 

Cbam. Your Grace. 

Card. Pray tell 'em thus much from me: 
There should be one amongst 'em by his person 
Mote worthy this place then my selfe, to whom 
(in but knew him) with my love and duty no 

I would surrender it. Wbispir. 

Cham. 1 will my Lord. 

Card. What say they? 

Cham. Such a one, they all confesie 
There is indeed, which they would have your Grace 
Find out, and he will take it. 

Card. Let me see then. 
By all your good leaves Gentlemen; heere He make 
My royall choyce. 

Kin. Yehavc found him Cardinall, [t/x/a^jiingjijo 
You hold a faire Assembly; you doe well Lord: 
You are a Churchman, or lie tell you Cardinall, 
I should judge now unhappily. 

Card. I am glad 
Your Grace is growne to pleasant. 

Kin. My Lord Chamberlaine, 
Prethee come hither, what faire Ladle's that/ 

Cbam. An't please your Grace, 

toS-tO. a 11. coding pay 'am, plaasurea-Popi. 
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Sir Thomas Bulhns Daughter, the Viscount RocbfirJ, 
One of her Highnesae women. 14.0 

Kilt. By Heaven she ia a dainty one. Sweet heart, 
I were unmannerly to take you out. 
And not to kisse you. A health Geuilemen, 
Let it goe round. 

Card. Sir Thomas Lovell, is the Banket ready 
I'th' Privy Cbgniber? 

Lov. Vea, my Lord. 

Card, Your Grace 
I feare, with dancing is a little heated. 

ATi's. I feare too much. I jo 

Card. There's fresher ayrc my Lord, 
In the next Chamber. 

Kin. Lead in your Ladies ev'ry one: Sweet Partner, 
I must not yet foraakc you: Let's be meny. 
Good my Lord Cardinal!: I have halfe a dozen healths. 
To drinke to these faire Ladiea, and a measure 
To lead 'em once againe, and ihen let's dreame 
Who's best in favour. Let the Musicke knock it. 
Exeunl viitb Trumpits. 

Actus Secundus. Scena Prima. 
[Westminster. A iireel.'] 

Enter iteo Gentlemen at sevirall Doores, 

i.[G^».] Whether away ao faaC? 

i.[G<ff.] O, God save ye; 
Ev'n to the Hall, to heare what shall become 
Of the great Duke of Buckingham. 

I. He save you 
That labour Sir. All's now done but the Ceremony 

139-40. new I. at The. ending women-PoFi. 



II. i. 5-29] THE UFE OF 

Of bringing backe (he Prisoner. 

2. Were you there? 10 

1. Yes indeed was I. 

I. Pray apeake what ha's happen'd. 

1 . Von may guesse quickly what. 

2. Is he round guilty? 

1. Ves truely is he. 
And condemn'd upon't. 

2. I am sorry fort. 

1 . So are a number more. 

2. But pray how past n> 

1. He tell you in a little. The great Duke 10 
Came to the Bar; where, to his accusations 

He pleaded still not guilty, and alleadged 

Many sharpe reasons to defeat the Law. 

The Kings Atturney on the contrary, 

Urg'd on the Examinations, proofes, confessions 

Of divers witnesses, which the Duke desir'd 

To him brought viva vote 10 his &ce; 

At which appear'd against him, his Surveyor 

Sir Gilbert Peeke his Chancellour, and John Car, 

Confessor to him, with that Divell Monke, 30 

Hopkini, that made this mischiefe. 

2. That was hee 

That fed him with his Prophecies. 

I. The same. 
All these accus'd him strongly, which he &ine 
Would have flung from him; but indeed he couldnot; 
And so his Pecrea upon this evidence. 
Have found him guilty of high Treason. Much 
He spoke, and learnedly for life; But all 
Was either pittied in him, or forgotten. ^o 
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2. After all this, how did he beare himaelfef 

I. When he was brought agen to th'Bar, to heare 
His Knell rung out, his Judgemcni, he was stir'd 
With such an Agony, he sweat extreamly. 
And somthing spoke in choller, ill, and hasty: 
But he fell to himselle againe, niA sweetly. 
In all the rest shew'd a most Noble patience. 

z. I doe not thinke he feares death. 

I . Sure he does not. 
He never was so womanish, the caase 50 

He may a little grieve at. 

z. Certainly, 
The Cardinall is the end of this. 

1. Tis likely. 

By alt conjectures; First Kildares Attendure; 
Then Deputy of Ireland, who remov'd 
Earle Surrey, was sent thither, and b hast too. 
Least he should helpe his Father. 

2. That tricke of State 

Was a deepe envious one, 60 

1 . At his returne. 

No doubt he will requite it; this is noted 
(And generally) who ever the King favours. 
The Cardnall instantly will finde imployment. 
And farre enough from Court too, 

2. All the Commons 

Hate him perniciously, and o' my Conscience 
Wish him ten faddom deepe; This Du):e as much 
They love and doateon; ca\\\\\m.h<nmt&oas Buckingham, 
The Mirror of all courtesie. 70 
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Enter BtttiinghamfTom bis Arraignment , Tipstavishcfwi 
bim, the Axe with the edgitmeardsbim, Halberds oneaA 
side,sccompaiiitdtiiitb Sir Tbomas Lovill, Sir Nichtlti 
yaux. Sir ff alter Sands, and camman pespU, i^c. 

1. Stay there Sir, 

And see the noble niin'd man you spcake of. 

2. Let's stand close snd behold him. 
Buck. All good people. 

You that thus farre have come to pitty me; 

Heare what I say, and then goe hoine and lose me.So 

I have this day receiv'd a Traitors judgement. 

And by that name must dye; yet Heaven beare wicnes, 

And if I have a Conscience, let it sincke me. 

Even aa the Axe falla, if I be not faithfull. 

The Law I beare no mallice for my death, 

T'has done upon the premises, but Justice: 

But those that sought it, I could wish more Christiam; 

(Be what they will) I heartily forgive 'em; 

Vet let 'em looke they glory rot in mischiefc; 

Nor build their evils on the graves of great men; 90 

For then, my guiltlesse blood must cry against 'em. 

For further life in this world I ne're hope. 

Nor will I sue, although the King have merdei 

More then I dare make faults. 

You few chat lov'd me, 

And dare be bold to wecpe for Buckingbam, 

His Noble Friends and Fellowes; whom to leave 

Is only bitter to him, only dying: 

Goe with me like good Angels to my end. 

And as the long divorce of Steele fals on me, loo 

Make of your Pravers one sweet Sacrifice, 

And lift my Soule to Heaven. 

86. T: T-J^F, 94-5. I I.-R0WE. loi-j. 1 1,-Poft 
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Lead on a Gods name. 

Loveil. I doe beseech your Grace, for charily 
If ever any malice in your heart 
Were hid againsi me, now to forgive me frankly. 

Bud. Sir Thomas Loveil, I as free forgive you 
As I would be forgiven; I forgive all. 
There cannot be those nutnberlesse offences 
Gainst me, that I cannot take peace with: 1 10 

No blaeke Envy shall make my Grave. 
Commend mee to his Grace: 
And if he speake of Buckingham; pray tell him. 
You met him halfe in Heaven; my vowes and prayers 
Yet arc the Kings; and till my Soule forsake. 
Shall cry for blessings on him. May he live 
Longer then I have time to tell his yeares; 
Ever belov'd and loving, may his Rule be; 
And when old Time shall lead him to his end, 
Goodncsse and he, fill up one Monument. 1 zo 

Lov. To th' water side I muse conduct your Grace; 
Then pve my Charge up to Sir Nicholai Vaux, 
Who undertakes you to your end. 

Vaux. Prepare there. 
The Duke is commingr See the Barge be ready; 
And fit it with such furniture as suites 
The Greatnesse of his Person. 

Buck. Nay, Sir Nicholas, 
Let it alone; my State now will but moeke me. 
When I came hither, I was Lord High Constable, 1 30 
And Duke of Buckingham: now, poore Edward Bthun\ 
Yet I am richer then my base Accusers, 
That never knew what Truth meant: I now scale itj 
And with that bloud will make 'em one day groane for' I. 

103. a: o'-TmOBALD. 
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My noble Fither Henry of Buckingham, 

Who tint rais'd head against Usurping Richard, 

Flying for succour to his Servant Banister, 

Being distrest; was by that wretch betraid. 

And without Tryall, fell; Gods peace be with him. 

Httiry the Setventh succeeding, truly pittying 140 

My Father* lostc; like i most Royall Prince 

Restor'd tne to my Honours: and out of mines 

Made my Name once more Noble. Now his Sonne, 

Henry the Eight, life. Honour, Name and all 

That made me happy; at one atraakc ha's taken 

For ever from the World. I had my Tryall, 

And must needs say a Noble one; which mates me 

A little happier then my wretched Father: 

Yet thus farre we are one in Fortunes; both 

Fell by our Servants, by those Men we lov'd most:i ;o 

A most unnaturoll and &ithle$se Service. 

Heaven ha's an end in all: yei, you thatheare me. 

This from a dying man receive ai certainc: 

Where you are liberall of" your loves and Councels, 

Be sure you be not loose; for those you malte friends. 

And pve your hearts to; when they once perceive 

The least rub in your fortunes, &1I away 

Uke water from ye, never found againe 

But where they meane to linkc ye: all good people 

Pray for me, I must now forsake ye; the last houre 160 

Of my long weary life is come upon me: 

Farewell; and whca you would say somching that is sad, 

Speake how I fell. 

I have done; and God forgive me. 

Exeunt Duke and Traine. 
I. O, this is full of piny; Sir, it cals 

ifii. Farmelli aepinle I.-Catiu.. '63-4- ' l.-Pon. 
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I teare, 100 many cursu on their heads 
That were the Authors. 

2. If the Duke be guiltlesse, 
'Tis lull of woe: yet I can pve you inckling 170 

Of an ensuing evil), if it fall. 
Greater then this. 

1. Good AngeU keepe it (ram us: 

What may it be? you doe not doubt my &ith Sir? 

2, This Secret Is so weighty, 'twill require 
A strong faith to conceale it. 

1: Let me have it: 
I doe not caike much. 

2. I am conttdent; 
You shall Sir: Did you not of late dayes heare 180 
A buzzing of a Separation 
Beiweene the King and Katberine} 

1. Yes, but it held not; 

For when the King once heard it, out of anger 
He sent command to the Lord Mayor straight 
To stop the rumor; and allay those tongues 
That durst disperse it. 

2. But that slander Sir, 

Is found a truth now: for it growes agen 
Fresher then e're it was; and held for cercaine 190 
The King will venture at it. Either the Cardinall, 
Or some about him neere, have out of malice 
To the good Queene, posses t him with a scruple 
That will undoc her: To confirme this too, 
Cardinall Campeim is arriv'd, and lately. 
As all chinke for this busines. 

I. Tis the Cardinall; 
And meerely to revenge him on the Emperour, 
For not bestowing on him at his asking. 
The Archbishopricke oiTelede, this is purpoa'd, aoo 
37 
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t. 1 thinke 

You have hii the mirke; but is't not cruell, 

Th«t she ihould feele the smart of this: the Cardiiudl 

Will have his will, and she miui fall. 

I. 'Tiswofull. 
Wee are too open' heere to argue this: ^pailii 

Let's thinke in private more. Exeunt. 

Scena Secunda. 
^jin ante-rhamier in the palaeeJ^ 
Enter Lard Chamber laine, reading this Letter, 
My Lord, the Horses your Lordship sent for, with all 
the I (are I had, 1 savi viell chosen, ridden, and fur- 
niih'd. I They terre young and handsome, and of the bist 
breed in the \ North. When they toere ready to set tat 
for London, a man | of my Lord Cardinalls, by Commis- 
sion, and Maine power tooke | 'em from me, with this 
reason: bii maister would bee serv'd be- [ fore a Sub- 
ject, if not before the King, vihich ittp" d our meuthts \ 
Sir. 10 



Eater to the Lord Chamberlaine, the Dukes of Nor- 
folke and Suffoiie. 
Norf Well met my Lord Chamberlaine. 
Cham. Good day to both your Graces. 
Suff. How is the King imployd? 
Cham. I left him private. 
Full of sad thoughts and troubles. 

Nor/. What's the cause? ic 

loi-i. I l.-Pofi. a. ,hi,: ,_Rdwi. 
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Ha's 

Nurf. Tia so; 
This iathe Cardinals doing: The King-Cardinall, 
That blinde Priest, lite the eldest Sonne of Fortune, 
Turnes what he list. The King will know him one day. 

Suff. Pray God he doe, 
Hec'I never know himselfe else. 30 

Narf. How holily he workes In all ht» buainesse. 
And with what zeale? For now he has crackt the League 
Between us & the Emperor (the Queens great Nephew) 
He dives into the Kings Soule, and there scatters 
Dangers, doubts, wringing of the Conscience, 
Feares, and deapaires, and alt these for his Marmge. 
And out of all these, to restore the King, 
He counsels a Divorce, a !osse of her 
That like a Jewell, ha's hung twenty yeares 
About his necke, yet never lost her lustre; 40 

Of her that loves him with that excellence. 
That Angels love good men with; Even of her. 
That when the greatest stroake of Fortune falls 
Will blesse the King: and is not this course pious.' 

Cham. Heaven keep me from such councel : tismost true 
These newes are every where, every tongue apcaks 'em. 
And every true heart weepes for*!. All that dare 
Lookc into these affaires, see this maine end. 
The French Kings Sister. Heaven will one day open 
The Kings eyes, that so long have slept upon 50 

This bold bad man. 

Svff. And tree us ftom his slavery. 

19.J0. I I.-P0P1. 
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Narf. We had nccJ pray. 
And heartily, for our deliverance; 
Or this imperious mm will worlcc us all 
Prom Princes into Pigca: all mens honours 
Lie like one lumpe b^ore him, to be tishion'd 
Into what pitch he pleaie. 

Saff. Pot me, my Lords, 
I love him not, nor feare bim, there's my Creedc; 60 
As 1 am made without him, so He stand. 
If the King please: his Curacs and his blessings 
Touch me alike: th'are breath I not beleeve in. 
1 knew him, and I know him: so I leave him 
To liim that made him proud; the Pope. 

Nor/. Let's in; 
And with some other busines, put the King 
Prom these sad thoughts, that work too much upon him: 
My Lord, youle beare us company? 

Cham. Excuse me, 70 

The King ha'a sent me otherwhere: Besides 
You'l Rnde a most unfit time to disturbs him: 
Health 10 your Lordships. 

Nerfolke. Tbankes my good Lord CbamherUint. 
Exit Lard Cbembtrlaini,and the King drawn tht Cut- 
taint I and lits reading peniivilj. 

Suff. How sad he lookes; sure he is much afflicied. 

Kin. Who's there? Ha? 

Norff, Pray God he be not angry. 

Kin. Who's there I say? How dare you thruityour 
selves I go 

Into my private Meditations? 
Who am I? Ha? 

Nerff. A gracious King, that pardons all ofiences 
Malice ne'rc meant: Our breach of Duty this way, 

79. 8)- Nifff.: Norf.-J-4F. 
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Is businease of Eguie; in which, we come 
To know your Rayall pleasure. 

Kin. Ye are too bold: 
Go too; lie make ye know your limes of businesse: 
Is this sn howre for cemporall affaires? Ha^ 

Enter Wehey and Campeiui viilh a Commission. 90 
Who's there? my good Lord Cardinall? O my Wslsty, 
The quiet of my wounded Conscience; 
Thou art a cure lit for a King; [TV Camp.'] you'r wel- 

Most learned Reverend Sir, into our Kingdome, 

Use us, and it; [TV Woi.] My good Lord, have great 

I be not found a Talker. 

Ifa/. Sir, you cannot; 
I would your Grace would give us but an houre 
Of private conference. • 

Kin. [To Nor. and 5«(/] We are busiej goe. 100 

Norff. [Aside to S«/.] This Priest ha's no pride in 
him? I 

Suff. [Aside tB Nur.] Not to speake of: 
I would not be so sicke though for his place: 
But this cannot continue. 

Norf. [Aside to Suf."] If it doe. He venture one; have 
at him. I 

Suff. [Aside te iVer.] I another. 

Exeunt Norfslke and SuffeHe. 

Wal. Your Grace ha's given a President of wisedome 
Above all Princes, in committing freely 
Your scruple to the voyce of Christendome: 1 1 o 

Who can be angry now? What Envy reach you? 

lo;. new I. it l'll-Po«. 

105. •«; bavi at bim: one Iiave-at-him-DTCi, Staukton. 
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The Sptniird tide hy blood and favour to her, 
Miut now confesse, if they have any goodnesse. 
The TryJl.JQst and Noble. All the Clerkes. 
(I mesne the learned onei in Christian Kingdomes) 
Havetheir free voycci. Rome(theNune of Judgement) 
Invited by your Noble sclfe, hath sent 
One genersll Tongue unto tu. This good man, 
Tbb jiMt and learned Priest, Cardnall Campeius, 
Whom once more, I present unto your Highnesse. 110 

Kin. And once more in mine armes I bid him welcome. 
And tbanke the holy Conclave for their loves. 
They have sent me such a Man, I would have wish'd Ibr. 

Cam. Vour Grace must needs deserve all strangen 

You are so Noble: To your Highnesse hand 

I tender my Commission; by whose vertue. 

The Court of Rome commanding. You my Lord 

Cardinall of Ytrke, arc joyn'd with me their Servant, 

In the unpartiall jud^ng of this Businesse. 

Kin. Two equall men: The Quecne shall be acqusin- 
ted I 130 

Fortnwith for whit you come. Where's Gardintri 

Wgl. I know your Majesty, ha's alwaycs lov'd her 
So deare in hean, not to deny her that 
A Woman of Icsse Place might aske by Law; 
Schollers allow'd freely to argue for her. 

Kin. I, and the beat she shall have; and my favour 
To him that does best, God forbid els: Cardinall, 
Prethee call Gardiner to me, my new Secretary. 
I find him a fit fellow. \^Exit Wth.'] 

III. n.J(.tl«d{ty'd)-4F. ii!.«. rfc.*,.- u», thl.-tF. 
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Entlr ^Ife/jey tuilb'j Gardintr. 140 

Wol.[jiiUe to Gard.'\ Give me your hand; much 
joy & fevour to you; | 
You are the Kings now. 

Gard. \ Aside to ff^a/i.'^ But to be commanded 
For ever by your Grace, whose hand ha's rais'd me. 

Ki/f. Come hither Gardiner, 

Walkei andtahispers. 

Camp. My Lord of Torke, was not one Doctor Pace 
In this mans place before him? 

Wol. Yes, he was. 

Camp, Was he not held a learned man? 1 50 

mi. Yes surely. 

Camp. Beleeveme, therc'sanill opinion spread then. 
Even of your selfe Lord Cardinal!. 

IFol. How? of me? 

Camp They will not sticke to say, you envidehimi 
And fearing he would rise (he was so vertuous) 
Kept him a forraigne^ man still, which so greev'd him. 
That he ran mad, and dide, ^ an exile 

mi. Hcav'ns peace be with him: 
That's Christian care enough: for living Murmurers, 
There's places of rebuke. He was a Foole; 161 

For he would needs be vertuous. That good Fellow, 
If I command him followes my appointment, 
I will have none so necre els. Learne this Brother, 
We live not to be grip'd by meaner persons. 

Kin. Deliver this with modesty to th'Queene. 
Exit Gardiner. 
The most convenient place, that I can thinke of 
For such receipt of Learning, is Black-Fryers; 
There ye shall meete about this waighty busines. 1 70 
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My Ift/iej, see it fiirnish'd, O my Lord, 

Would it not grieve an ible man to leave 

So tweet a Bedfellow? But CoiKcienoe, Conscience; 

O 'lii a tender place, and I must leave her. Exemi. 

Scena Tertia. 

[jfn anlc-tbamhtr of tbi Quern's apartmeati,'\ 

Enter Anne Bullen, and an eld Lady. 

An. Not for that neither; bere'i the pang that pDrho. 
Hit Highneue, having liv'd so long with her, and sbe 
So good a Lady, that no Tongue could ever 
Pronounce dijhonour of her; by my life. 
She never knew harme-doing: Oh, now after 
So many courses of the Sun enihroaned. 
Still growing in a Majesty and pompc, the which 
To leave, a thousand fold more hitter, then 10 

'Tis sweet at first ('acquire. After this Processe, 
To give her the avaunt, it is a pitty 
Would move ■ Monster. 

Old La. Hearts of most hard temper 
Melt and lament for her. 

Ah. Oh Gods will, much better 
She ne're had knowne pompe; though't be temponll. 
Yet if that quarrell. Fortune, do divorce 
It fi'om the bearer, 'tis a sufferance, panging 
As soule and bodies severing. 10 

Old L. Alai poore Lady, 
Shee's a stranger now againe. 

An. So much the more 
Mutt pitty drop upon her; verily 

10. lVf-/«. Afllr Ibi- F'C, 
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I sweue, lis better to be lowly borne. 
And range with humble livers in Content, 
Then to be pert'd up in ■ gliitring griefe. 
And weire i golden lorrow. 

OU L. Our content 
Is OUT best having. jo 

Anne. By my troth, and Maidenhead, 
I would not be a Queene. 

Old.L. Beahrew me, I would. 
And venture Maidenhead fbr't, and lo would you 
For all this s)Mcc of your Hipocriaie: 
You that have so fure parts of Woman on you. 
Have (too) a Womans heart, which ever yet 
Affected Eminence, Wealth, Soveraignty; * truth 

Which, to say sooth,' are Blessings; and which guifts 
(Saving your mindng) the capacity 40 

Of your soft Chivcrell^ Conscience, would receive. 
If you might please to stretch it. ^ iiJskin 

Anne. Nay, good troth. 

Old L. Yes troth, & troth; you would not bea Queen? 

Anne. No, not for all the riches under Heaven. 

0/1/. t.Tis strange; a threepence bow'd would hireme 
Old as I am, to Qucene it; but I pray you. 
What thinke you of a Dutchesse? Have you limbs 
To bcare that load of Title? 

An. No in truth. Jo 

0/1/. i. Then you are weakly made; pluckeoffa little, 
I would not be a young Count in your way. 
For more then blushing comes to: If your backe 
Cannot vouchsafe this burthen, tis too weake 
Ever to get a Boy. 

An. How you doe taike; 

4r. Ciivircll; chcvciil-THraBALD. 
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I tweare againe, I would not be a Queene, 
For all ihe world : 

Old.L. In fiuch, for little England 
You'Id venture an emballing: I my selfo 6a 

Would for Caraarvanjbire, ahhough there long'd 
No more to th'Crowne but that: Lo,who comes hot? 

Entir hard Chamberlaine. 
L. Cham.GooA morrow Ladies; what wer't worth to 

The lecret of your conference? 

An. My good Lord, 
Not your demand; it values not your asking: 
Our Mistria Sorrowes we were pittying. 

Cham. It was a genilc businesse, and becommipg 
The action of good women, there is hope ;o 

All will be well. 

An. Now I pray God, Amen. 

Cham. You beare a gentle minde,& heav'niy blesangs 
Follow luch Creatures. That yoir may, feire Lady 
Perceive I ipieake sincerely, and high notes 
Tanc of your many vcrtues; the Kings Majesty 
Commends his good opinion of you, to you; and 
Doe's purpose honour to you no lease flowing. 
Then Marchionesse ot PtmiroDki; to which Title, 
A Thousand pound a yeare, Annuall support. So 

Out of his Grace, he addes. 

An. I doe not Itnow 
What kinde of my obedience, I should tender; 
More then my All, is Nothing: Nor my Prayers 
Arc not words ducly hallowed; nor my Wishes 
More worth, then empty vanities: yet Prayers & Wishes 
Are all I can returne. 'Beseech your Lordship, 

. mitt! note'B-TaaoaAii. 
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Vouchsa& to ipeake my thanku, and my obedience, 
A) from » blush ng Handmaid, to his Highnesse; 
Whose health and Royalty I praiy for. 90 

Cham. Lady; 
I ah all not ^ile t' approve the faire conceit 
The King hath of you. [Asidf] I have perus' d her well. 
Beauty and Honour in her are so mingled. 
That they have caught the King: and who knowes yet 
But from this Lady, may proceed a Jemme, 
To lighten all this He. I*le to the King, 
And say I spoke with you. 

Exit Lord Cbamberlaine. 

An. My honour'd Lord. 100 

Old.L. Why this it is: See, see. 
I have beene beting sixteene yeares in Court 
(Am yet a Courtier beggerly) nor could 
Come pat betwixt too early, and too late 
For any suit of pounds: and you, (oh &te) 
A very fresh Fish heere; fye, fye, fye upon 
This compel'd fortune: have your mouth fild up. 
Before you open it. 

An. This is strange to me. 

Old L. How lasts it? Is it bitter? Forty pence, no: 
There was a Lady once (tis an old Story) 1 1 1 

That would not be a Quecne, that would she not 
Pot all the mud in Egypt; have you heard itf 

An. Come you are pleasant. 

Qld.L. With your Thcame, I could 
O're'mounttheLarke: The Marchionesseof/'^wirMit^? 
A thousand pounds a yeare, for pure respect^ 
No other obligation? by my Life, 
That promises mo thousands: Honours traine 
Is longer then his fore-skirtj by this time izo 

Ig. Miiin^.- mliprint iF. 
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I know your btcke mil bore a Dutchetse. Say, 
Arc you not itranger then you were? 

An. Good l4idy. 
Make your selfe mirth with your particular fancy. 
And leave me out on't. Would I had no being 
if thia talute my blood a jot; it bints me 
To thinke what folio wes. 

The Queene is comfonlene, and wee forgetfull 
In our long absence: pray doe not deliver. 
What heere y'have heard to her. i}0 

Old L. What doe you thinke me Exaini. 

Scena Qtiarta. 
[A ball in Black Frian.^ 
TrumpitSt Sinnet, and Cernels. 
Enter lw«yirgers,milb sbtrt silver wands ; aexl them twt 
Scribes intbe habile ffDtcitri; after tbem, tbtBisbtp 
»/ 1 Canterbury alone; after btm, the Bisbops tf 
Lincelne, Ely, \ Recbester, and S. Asaph: Next 
tbem, with stme small | disiamce, fellowes a Gentle- 
man bearing the Purse, with the | great Seale, ami 
a Cardinals Hat: Tben Itcf Priests, bea- J ring each 
a Silver Crane: Then a Gentleman Usher bare- | 
headed, acctmpanyed with a Sergeant at Armcs, 
bearing a | Silver Mace: Then troo Gentlemen blar- 
ing tme great \ Silver Pilleri: Afier tbem, side if 
side, the tm Cardinals, i twe Nablemen, aiitb the 
Svrnrd and Mace, The King tabes | place under ibt 
Clolb ef Stale. The ttiiB Cardinalls sit I under him 
as Judges. Tbe Queene lakes place seme di- \ 
stance fr«m tbe King. The Bishops place ibemsehti 
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»n I each iidt the Court in manner af a Centii- 

Ury: Below them \ the Scribes. The Lords sit next 

the Bishops. The rest of the [ AtltndanU stand in 

convenient order about the Stage. | 

Car. Whil'it our Commission from Rome is read. 
Lei ailencc be commanded. zi 

King. What'* the need? 
It hath already publiquely bene read. 
And on all tides th' Authority atlow'd. 
You may then spare that time. 

Car. Bee't so, proceed. 

Scri. ^y, Henry K. ofEngland, come into the Court. 

Crier. Henry King of England, &c. 

King. Heere. 

Scribe, Say, Katherine Queene of England, 30 
Come into the Court. 

Critr, Katherine Queene of England, &c. 
The Queene mates no answer, rises tut of her Chair e. 
goes about the Court, comes to the King,and kneelei at 
bis Feete. Then speakes. 
Sir, I desire you do me Right and Justice, 
And to bestow your pitty on mc; for 
I am a most poore Woman, and a Stranger, 
Borne out of your Dominions: having heere 
No Judge indiiFerent, nor no more assurance 40 

Of cquall Friendship and Proceeding. Alas Sir: 
In what have I oltinidcd you? What cause 
Hath my behaviour given to your displeasure. 
That thus you should proceede to put mc off. 
And take your good Grace from me? Hea 
1 have bene to you, a true and humble Wife, 
At all dmeg to your will conformable: 
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Ever in feare to kindle your Dislike, 
Yea, sutject to your Countenance: Glad, or sony. 
As 1 saw it inclin'd? When was (he houre 50 

I ever contradicted your Desire? 
Or made it not mine too? Or which of your Friends 
Have I not strove to love, although I knew 
He were mine Enemy? What Friend of mine. 
That had to him deriv'd your Anger, did I 
Continue in my Uking? Nay, gave norice 
He was from thence discharg'd? Sir, call to minde, 
That I have beene your Wife, in this Obedience, 
Upward of twenty yeares, and have bene blest 
With many Children by you. If in the coufse 60 
And pTocesse of this time, you can report. 
And prove it too, against mine Honor, aught; 
My bond to Wedlocke, or my Love and Dutie 
Against your Sacred Person; in Gods name 
Turne me away: and let the fowl'st Contempt 
Shut doore upon me, and so give me up 
To the sharp'st kinde of Justice. Please you. Sir, 
The King your Father, was reputed for 
A Prince most Prudent; of an excellent 
And unmatch'd Wit, and Judgement. Ferd'tneni 70 
My Father, King of Spainc, was reckon'd one 
The wisest Prince, that iheie had reign' d, by many 
A yeare before. It is not to be quesdon'd, 
That they had gather'd a wise Councell to them 
Of every Realme, that did debate this Businesse, 
Whodeem'd our Marriage lawful. Wherefore I humbly 
Beseech you Sir, to spare me, till I may 
Be by my Friends in Spaine, advis'd; whose Counsailc 
I will implore. If not, i'th'name of God 
Your pleasure be fiilfill'd. go 

mi. You have heere Lady, 
so 
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(And of your choice) these Reverend Fathers, men 

Of singular Integrity, and Learning; 

Yea, the elect o'th'Land, who are assetnbled 

To pleade your Cause. It shall be therefore bootlesse. 

That longer you desire the Court, as well 

For your owne quiet, ai to rectifie 

What is unset led in the King. 

Camp. His Grace 
Hath spoken well, and justly: Therefore Madam, 90 
It's lit this Royall Session do proceed. 
And chat ["withouc deUy^ their Arguments 
Be now produc'd, and heard. 

Qu. Lord Cardinall, (o you I speake. 

iTal. Your pleasure. Madam. 

Qb. Sir, I am about to weepe; but thinking that 
We are 1 Queene (or long have dream'd so) certaine 
The daughter of a King, my 4rops of leares, 
lie lurne to iparkes of lire, 

IVal. Be patient yet. 100 

Qu. I will, when you are humble; Nay before. 
Or God will punish me. I do beleeve 
(Induc'd by potent Circumstances) that 
You are nime Enemy, and make my Challenge, 
You shall DOC be my Judge. For it is you 
Have blowne this Coale, betwixt my Lord, and me; 
(Which Gods dew quench) therefore, I say againe, 
I utterly abhorre; yea, from my Soule 
Refoie you for my Judge, whom yet once more 
I hold my most malicious Foe, and chinkc noc 1 to 
At all a Friend to truth. 

fFtl. I do pro&sse 
You ipeake not like your selfe: who ever yet 
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Have iiocxl to Charity, and displayd th'efTects 
Of ditpaaition gentle, and orwisedomc. 
Ore-topping womans pa wrc. Madam, you do me wrong 
I have no Splccne against you, nor injustice 
For you, or any: how fiirre [ have proceeded. 
Or how hnt further (Shall) is warranted 
By a Commission from the Consistorie, uo 

Yea, the whole Consiscorie of Rome. Vou charge me, 
TTiat I have blowne this Coale: I do deny ii. 
The King i* present: If it be knowne to him. 
That I gainsay my Deed, how may he wound. 
And worthily my Falsehood, yea, as much 
As you have done my Truth. If he know 
That I am free of your Report, he knowes 
I am not of your wrong. Therefore in him 
It lies to cure me, and the Cure is to 
Remove these Thoughts from you. The which before 
His Highnesse shall speake in, I do beseech 131 

You (gracious Madam) to unthinke your speaking, 
And to say so no more. 

Qufen. My Lord, my Lord, 
I am a simple woman, much too weake 
T' oppose youreunning. Y'aremcek.&humhle-moulh'd 
You signe your Place, and Calling, in full seeming, 
With Mcekenesse and Humiliric: but your Heart 
Is cramm'd with Airogancie, Spleenc, asd Pride. 
You have by Fortune, and his Highnesse favors, 140 
Gone slightly o're lowe steppes, and now are mounted 
Where Powres are your Retainers, and your words 
f Domestickcs to you) serve your will, as't please 
Your selfe pronounce th«r Office. I must tell you. 
You tender more your persons Honor, then 

I 36. nmmng: mlipriiH iF. 
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Your high yvofestion Spiritual!. That agen 
1 do refuse you for my Judge, and heere 
Before you all, Appealc unto the Pope, 
To bring my whole Cause 'fore hia Holinesse, 
And to bejudg'd by him. i;o 

Sbt Curtsies la tht King, and offeri tt depart. 

Camp. The Queene is obstinate, 
Stubborne to Justice, apt to accuse it, and 
Disdainfoll to be tride by't; tis not well. 
Shee's going away. 

Kin. Call her againe. 

Crier. Kalberine, QofEngland, come into the Court. 

Gent. Vsb. \Grif.'\ Madam, you are cald backe. 

Quf. What need you note it? pray you keep your way. 
When you are cald returne. Now the Lord helpe, 160 
They vejte me past my patience, pray you passe on; 
I will not tarry: no, nor ever more 
Upon this businesse my appearance make. 
In any of their Courts. 

Exit Queene, and her Attendants. 

Kin. Goe thy wayes Kate, 
That man i'th'worid, who shall report he ba's 
A better Wife, let him in naught be trusted. 
For speaking false in that; thou art alone 
(If thy rare qualities, sweet gentlcnesse, 170 

Thy meeknesse Saint-like, Wife-like Government, 
Obeying in commanding, and thy parts 
Soveraigne and Pious els, could speake thee out) 
The Queene of" earthly Queenes: Shee's Noble borne; 
And like her true Nobility, she ha's 
Carried her sclfo towards me. 

Wal. Most gracious Sir, 
In humblest manner I require your Highnes, 
That it shall please you to declare in bearing 179 
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Of all these earn (for where I im rob'd and btnuid. 
There mu»t 1 be unloos'd, ilihough not there 
Ac once, and fully satisfide) whether ever I 
Did broach ihii businei to your Highnes, or 
Laid any scruple in your way, which might 
Induce you to the (jucition on't; or ever 
Have to you, but with thankes to God for such 
A Royall Lady, spake one, ihe least word that might 
Be to the prejudice of her present State, 
Or touch of her good Person? 

Kin. My Lord Cardinall, 190 

I doe excuse you; yea, upon mine Honour, 
I tree you from't: You are not to be taught 
That you have many enemies, that know not 
Why they are soj but like to Village Curres. 
Barke when th«r fellowes doe. By some of these 
The Queene is put in anger; y'arc excua'd: 
But will you be more justifi'de? You ever 
Have wish'd the sleeping of this busines, never desir'd 
It to be stir'd; but oft have hindred, oft 
The passages made toward it; on my Honour, loo 
I ipeake my good Lord Cardnall, to this point; 
And thus farre cleare him. 
Now, what mov'd me loo't, 
1 will be bold with time and your attention: 
Then marke th' inducement. Thus it camc; pve heede 
too't: I 

My Conscience first receiv'd a tendernes. 
Scruple, and pricke, on certaine Speeches utter'd 
By th'Bishop q( Bayon, then French Embassador, 
Who had beene hither sent on the debating 

aoi-3. I l.-Pori. 
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And Man-Uge 'twiJtt the Duke of Orleancl, and zio 

Our Daughter Mary: I'th'Progresae of this busines. 

Ere a deieriminate resolution, hee 

(I mexne the Bishop) did require a respte. 

Wherein he might the King his Lord advertise, 

Whether our Daughter were legitimate. 

Respecting this our Marriage with the Dowager, 

Sometimes our Broihera Wife. This respite shooke 

The boaome of my Conscience, enter'd me; 

Yea, with a spitting power, and made to tremble 

The region of my Breast, which forc'd such way,2ZO 

That many maz'd considcrings, did throng 

And presi in with thia Caution. First, me thought 

I aiood not in the smile of Heaven, who had 

Commanded Nature, that my Ladies wombe 

If it coDceiv'd a male-child by me, should 

Doc no more Offices of life loo't; then 

The Grave does to th' dead: For her Male Issue, 

Or di'de where they were made, or shortly after 

Thia world had ayr'd them. Hence I tooke a thought, 

Thia waa a Judgement on me, that my Kingdome 230 

f-Well worthy the best Heyre o'th'World) should not 

Be gladded in't by me. Then folbwes, that 

I weigh'd (he danger which my Realmcs stood in 

By thia my Isauea &ile, and that gave to me 

Many a groaning throw: thus hulling' in '^Jrifting 

The wild Sea of my Conscience, I did steere 

Toward this remedy, whereupon we are 

Now present hecre together: that's to say, 

I meant to rectifie my Conscience, which 

I then did feele fiill sicke, and yet not well, 240 

By all the Reverend Fathers of the Land, 

ito. Jind: A-iRawi. Orlimcc: Orleans-Rowi. 
119. ip/niii;.- ■plittlDt-i-4F. 
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And Doccon learn' d. Fint I began in private. 
With you my Lord of Liafe/ne; you remember 
How under my opprcMion 1 did reeke 
When I first mov'd you. 

B.Lin. Very well my liedge. 

Kin. I have spoke long, be pleas'd your selfc to ay 
How farre you latialide me. 

Lin, So please your Highnei, 
The question did it iirst lo stagger me, i;o 

Bearing a St»te of mighty moment in't. 
And conwqucnce of dread, that I committed 
The daringst Counsaile which I had to doubt. 
And did entreate your Highnes to this course. 
Which you are running heere. 

Kin. I then mov'd you. 
My Lord of Canterburj, and got your leave 
To make this present Summons unsolicited. 
I left no Reverend Person in this Court; 
But by particular consent proceeded ifw 

Under your hands and Scales; therefore goe on. 
For no dislike i'th'world against the person 
Of the good Qucene; but the sharpc thorny points 
Of my alleadgcd reasons, drives this forward: 
Prove hut our Marriage lawfull, by my Life 
And Kingly Dignity, we are contented 
To weare our mortall Stale to come, with her, 
{Katberine our Queene) before the primest CreatiK 
That's Parragon'do'th'World 

Camp. So please your Highnes, 170 

The Queene bnng absent, 'tis a ncedfijll fitnesse. 
That we adjourne this Court till further day; 
Meane while, must be an earnest motion 

ij!. Summoni unutidud: ■nmmoD*: unaoliclted-THioBALB. 
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Made CO the Queene to call backe her Appcale 
She intends unto his Holineaae. 
Kin.[Asiiii\ I may perceive 
Theie Cardinals trifle with me: I abhorre 
This dilatory sloth, and trickes of Rome. 
My tearn'd and welbeloved Servant Cranmer, 
Prethee returne, with thy approch; I know, 281 

My comfort corner along: breake up the Court; 
I say, set on. 

Exeunt, in manner as ibey enter' J. 

Actus Tertius. Scena Prima. 

[L»nJ»n. The Qu/en'j apartments.'\ 

Enter Queene anil her SVomen as at warke. 

Queen. Take thy Lute wench. 

My Soule growes sad with troubles. 

Sing, and disperse 'em if thou const: leave working: 

Song. 
Orpbeai with bis Lute made Trees, 

And the Mauntaine laps ihut freeze. 

Bote tbemsehe! tahen bt did ling. 

Ta bis Muiicke, Plants and Flowers r 

Ever sprung; as Sunne and Sbawerj, 

There bad made a lasting Spring. 

Every thing that beard him play. 

Even the Bitiowes of the Sea, 

Hung their heads, bf then lay by. 

In sweet Muiieke is sueh Art, 

Killing care, ii grief e of heart. 

Fall asletpe, or hearing dye. 

3-4. 1 l.-POM. 
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Enter a Gentleman. 

Queen. How now^ 10 

G/fl/.And'tplesaeyouTGrace.thctwogreatCardinali 
Wait in the presence.* ' audience- (bumhtr 

Queen. Would they ipeake with me? 

Gent. They wil'd me wy »o Madam. 

Queen. Pray their Gnicei 
Toeome neere.' [Exit G<«/.] what can be their buiind 
With me, a poore weake woman, falne from favour^ 
I doe not like their comming; now I chinke on't, 
They should bee good men, their aflaircs as righteoM: 
But ill Hoods, make not Monkes. 30 

Enter the two Cardinalls, Wehej t^ Campitn. 

Well. Peace to your Highncsse. 

J2««». Your Graces find me hcerepart of a Homwifb, 
(1 would be all) against the worst may happen: 
What are your pleasures with me, reverent Lordif 

Wol. May ii please you Noble Madam, to withdraw 
Into your private Chamber; we shall give you 
The full cause of our comming. 

Queen. Speak e it heere. 
There's nothing I have done yet o' my Conscience 40 
Deserves a Comer: would all other Women 
Could speake this with as tree a Soule as I doe. 
My Lords, [ care not (so much 1 am h^py 
Above a number) if my actions 
Were tri'dc by ev'ry tongue, ev'ry eye saw 'em. 
Envy and base opinion set against 'em, 
I know my life so even. If your busines 
Seeke me out, and that way I am Wife in; 

11, Ani'u An't-HAHHU. 31. Campieni CBispclu*--R<>'n- 

35. revtrai: reveraDd-i-4F 
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Out with ii boldly: Truth Iotcs open dealing. 

Card. Tanta est erga te mentis iniegritasRegina serenis- 
,m.. I SO 

Queen. O good my Lord, no Latin; 
I am not such a Truant since my eomming. 
As not to know the Language 1 have liv'd in: 
A sirangc Tongue makes my cause more strange, suspiti- 

Pray speake in English ; hecre are some will thanke you. 
If you apeake truth, for their poore Mistris sake; 
Beleeve me she ha's had much wrong. Lord Cardinal], 
The willing' St sinne I ever yet committed. 
May be absolv'd in English. 

Card. Noble Lady, 60 

I am sorry my integrity shoul breed, 
(And service to his Majesty and you) 
So deepe suspition, where all faith was meantj 
We come not by the way of Accusation, 
To lain! that honour every good Tongue blessesj 
Nor to betray you any way 10 sorrow; 
You have too much good Lady: But to know 
How you stand minded in the waighty difference 
Betweene the King and you, and to deliver 
(Ultc free and honest men) our just opinions, 70 

And comforts to our cause. 

Camp. 'Most honour'd Madam, 
My Lord of Yorke, out of his Noble nature, 
Zeale and obedience he still bore your Grace, 
Forgetting (like a good man) your late Censure 
Both of his truth and him (which was too ferre) 
Offers, 39 I doe, in a signe of peace. 
His Service, and his Counsel!. 

61. ihcml: ■lisu]d-l-4F. 71. car: yovt-l-^f. 
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Quffii. [JiiJe] To betray mc. 
My Lordi, I ihanke you both for your good will). So 
Ye s[>eahe like honest men, (pray God ye prove so) 
But how to make yc sodainly an Answers 
In luch a poynt of weight, so neere mine Honour, 
(More neere my life 1 fcarc) with my weake wii; 
And to luch men of gravity and learning; 
In truth I know not. I was set at worke. 
Among my Maids, full little (God knowes) looking 
Either for such men, or such businesse; 
For her take that I have bcene, for J fcelc 
The laat fit of my Grcatnesse; good your Graces 90 
Let mc have time and Councell for my Cauic: 
Alas, I am a Woman frendlesse, hopelessc. 

IfoJ. Madam, 
You wrong the Kings love with these feares. 
Your hopes and friends are infinite. 

Queen. In England, 
But little for my profit can you thinke Lords, 
That any English man dare ^ve me Councell? 
Or be a knowne friend 'gainst his Highnes pleasure, 
(Though he begrowne so desperate to be honest) 100 
And live a Subject? Nay forsooth, my Friends, 
They that must weigh out' my afBlictions, ^aulwiigh 
They that my trust must grow 10, live not heere. 
They arc (as all my other .comforts) far hence 
In mine owne Countrey Lords. 

Camp. I would your Grace 
Would leave your grecfes, and take my Counsell. 

Q„„. How Sir? 

Camp. Put yourmaine cause into the Kingsproieciion, 
Hee's loving and most gracious. 'Twill be much, 1 10 
Both for your Honour better, and your Cause: 
93-4. il.-Popi, 97. oAontita prtfil-^^^f■ 



HENRY THE EIGHT [III. i. 96-1 z; 

For if the tryall of the Law o'TeUke ye, 
You'l part away diagrac'd. 

Wal. He cell you rightly. 

Queen. Ye tell me what ye wish for both, my mine: 
Is this your Chnsciin Councell? Out upon ye. 
Heaven is above all yet; there sits a Judge. 
That no King can corrupt. 

Camp. Your rage mistakes us. 

Qb/ot. The more shame for yc; holy men I thought ye. 
Upon my Soule two reverend Cardinall Vermes: 121 
But Cardinall Sins, and hollow hearts I leare ye; 
iClend 'em for ahame my Lords: Is this your comfort? 
The Cordiall that ye bring a wretched Lady? 
A woman lost among ye, laugh't at, scorod? 
I will not wish ye halfe my miserici, 
I have more Charity. But say I wam'd ye; 
Take heed, for heavens sake lake heed, least at once 
The burthen of my sorrowes, fall upon ye, 

Car.\_lVi>l.'\ Madam, this is a meere distraction, 
You turre the good we offer, into envy. 131 

Quee. Ye turne me into nothing. Woe upon ye. 
And all such false Professors. Would you have me 
(If you have any Justice, any Pitty, 
If ye be any thing but Churchmens habits) 
Put my sicke cause into his hands, that hates mc^ 
Alas, ha's baniah'd me his Bed already. 
His Love, too long ago. I am old my Lords, 
And all the Fellowship I hold now with him 
Is onely my Obedience. What can happen 140 

To me, above this wretchednesses All your Studies 
Make me a Curse, like this. 

Camf. Your teares are worse. 

Qit Have I liv'd thus Iong(let mespeikemy selfe, 

IJ7- ha'i: baa (he his-CAPiLi.)-CAM«itii>aa. 
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Since Vcrtue findes no friends) a Wife, a true one? 

A Woman (I dare wy without Vainglory) 

Never yet branded with Suspicion? 

Have I, with all my lull Affectiona 

Still met the King? Lov'd him next Heav'n^ Obey'd 

him; I 

Bin (oui of tondnesse) supcrsCitiou) to him? ijo 

Almost forgot my Prayrcs to content him? 
And am I thus rewarded? 'Tia not well Lords. 
Bring me a constant woman to her Husband, 
One that ne're dream'd a Joy, beyond bis pleasutt; 
And to that Woman /"when she has done most) 
Yet will I adde an Honor; a great Patience. 

Car. Madam, you wander trom the good 
We ayme at. 

Qu. My Lord. 
] dare not make my selfe so guilcie, l6a 

To give up willingly that Noble Title 
Your Master wed me to: nothing but death 
Shall e're divorce my Dignities. 

Car.Iffon Prayheareme. 

Qo. Would 1 had never trod this English Earth, 
Or felt the Flatteries that grow upon it: 
Ye have Angels Faces ; but Heaven knowet your hestls. 
What will become of me now, wretched Lady? 
I am the most unhappy Woman living, 
Alas (poore Wenches) where are now your Fortuna! 
Shipwrack'd upon a Kin gdome, where no Pitty, 171 
No Friends, no Hope, no Kindred weepe for me? 
Almost no Grave allow'd me? Like the Lilly 
That once was Miscris of the Field, and flourish' d. 
He hang my head, and perish. 

157-!. I l.-iRoiui. 159-60. I l.-oRowi 
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Cdr.[»'e/.] If" your Grace 
Could but be Drought to know, our Ends are honest, 
You'ld fecle more comfort. Why shold we/'good Lady) 
Upon what c«use wrong you? Alas, our Places, 
The way of our Profession is against it; 180 

We are to Cure such sorrowes, not to sowe 'em. 
For Goodnesse sake, consider what you do. 
How you may hurt your sclfe: I, utterly 
Grow from the Kings Acijuaincance, by this Carriage. 
The heans of Princes kjsie Obedience, 
So much they love it. But to stubborne Spirits, 
They swell and grow, as terrible as stormea. 
I know you have a Gentle, Noble temper, 
A Soule IS even as a Calme; Pray thinke us. 
Those weprotesse. Peace-makers, Friends, and Servants. 

Camp. Madam, you'l linde it so: 191 

Vou wrong your Vertues 

With these weake Womena feares. A Noble Spirit 
As yours was, put into you, ever casts 
Such doubts as ftlse Coine from it. The King loves you. 
Beware you loose it not: For us (if you please 
To trust us in your businesse) we are ready 
To use our utmost Studies, in your service. 

Qu, Do what ye will, my Lords: 
And pray forgive me; 200 

If I have us'd' my selfe unmannerly, ^ iibavtd 

Vou know t am a Woman, lacking wit 
To make a seemely answer to such persons. 
Pray do my service to his Majestic, 
He ha's my heart yet, and shall have my Prayers 
While I shall have my life. Come reverend Fathers, 
Bestow your Councels on me. She now begges 
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That little thought when she set footing heere. 

She ihould have bought her Dignities so deere. ExtMiii 

Scena Secunda. 
[Antt-(bdmBer It the Kin^ s apartmeni.'\ 

Enttr tbt Duie sfNorfBlie, Duie »f Suffolk,, Uri 
Sarrtj, I tind Lord CbamherUine. 

Norf. If you will now unite in your CompUbts, 
And force them with a Constancy, the Cardinal! 
Cannot stand under them. If you omit 
The offer of this lime, I cannot promise, 
Bui that you shall sastaine moe new disgraces. 
With ibete you beare alreadie. 

Sur. 1 am joytiill to 

To meete the least occasion, that may give me 
Remembrance of my Father-in -Law, the Duke, 
To be reveng'd on him, 

5b/. Which of the Peerea 
Have uticontcmn'd gone by him, or at least 
Strangely neglected^ When did he regard 
The siampe of Noblenesse in any person- 
Out of himselfef 

Cham. My Lords, you speake your pleasures: 
What he deserves of you and me, I know: 20 

What we can do to him (though now the time 
Gives way to ui) 1 much feare. If you cannot 
Barre his accesse to'th'King, never attempt 
Any thing on him : for he hath a Witchcraft 
Over the King in's Tongue. 

Nor. O feare him not. 
His spell in that is out: the King hath found 
Matter against him, that for ever marres 



HENRY THE EIGHT [III. ii. 22.45 

The Hony of his Language. No, he's setled 

(Not to come off) io his displeasure. jo 

Siir. Sir, 
I should be glad to heire such Newes as this 
Once every houre. 

Ner, Beleeve it, this is true. 
In the Divorce, his contrarie proceedings 
Are all unfolded; wherein he appeares. 
As I would wish mine Enemy. 

Sar. How came 
His practises to light? 

Saf. Most strangely. 40 

Sar. O how? how? 

Saf. The Cardinals Letters to the Pope miscarried. 
And came to th'eyc o'th'King, wherein was read 
Huw that the Cardinall did intreat his Holinesse 
To stay the Judgement o'th'Divorce; for if 
It did take place, 1 do (quoth he) perceive 
My King is tangled in affection, to 
A Creature of the Queenes, Lady jiaat Builen, ' 

Sar. Ha's the King thisf 

Su/. Beleeve it. s° 

Sur. Will this worke? 

Cham. The King in this perceives him, how he coasts 
And hedges his owne way. But in this point. 
All his trickes founder, and he brings his Physicke 
After his Patients death; the King already 
Hath married the &ire Lady. 

Sar. Would he had. 

Saf. May you be happy in your wish my Lord, 
For 1 prolesse you have it. 

Sar. Now all my joy 60 

Trace the Conjunction. 

Suf. My Amen too't. 
"«"■""■ 5' 65 
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Nor. All mens. 

Suf. There's order given for her Coronation; 

Marry this is yei but yong, and may be left 

To some eares unrecounted. But my Lords 

She is a gallant Creature, and compleatc 

In tninde and feature. I perswadc me, from her 

Will fall some blessing to this Land, which shill 

In ii be memoriz'd. 70 

Sur. Bui will the King 
Digest this Letter of the Cardinals? 
The Lord forbid. 

Nor. Marry Amen. 

Suf. No, no: 
There be moe Waspes that buz about his Nose, 
Will make this sting the sooner, Cardinall Campem, 
Is stolne away to Rome, haih 'tane no leave, 
Ha's left the cause o'th'King unhandled, and 
Is posted as the Agent of our Cardinall, 80 

To second all his plot. I do assure you. 
The King cry'de Ha, at this. 

Cham. Now God incense him. 
And let him cry Ha, lowder, 

Norf. But my Lord 
When retumes Cranmer} 

Suf. He is retum'd in his Opinions, which 
Have satisfied the King for his Divorce, 
Together with all ftmoiia Colledges 
Almost in Chrislendome: shortly (I beleeve) 90 

His second Marriage shall be publishd, and 
Her Coronation. Katbirini no more 
Shall be call'd Qucene, but Princess* Dowager, 
And Wjddow to Prince Arthur. 

Ner. This same Cranmer'i 
A worthy Fellow, and hath tane much paine 

66 
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Id the Kings busmesae. 

Suf. He ha'a, and wc shall see him 
For it, an Arch-byshop, 

Ner. So I heare. 100 

Si/. 'Ta to. 

Enter ff^elsey and CrsmweU. 
The CardiiulJ. 

Uar. Observe, observe, hee's moody. 

Car. The Packet Cromwell, 
Gav't you the King? 

Cmm. To his owne hand, in's Bed-chamber. 

Card. Look'd he o'th'inside of the Paper? 

Cram, Presently 
He did utweale them, and the first he view'd, 1 10 
He did it with a Serious miode: a heede 
Was in his countenance. You he bad 
Attend him heere this Morning. 

Curd, Is he ready to come abroad^ 

Crem. I thinke by this he is. 

Card. Leave me a while. Exit Cromwell. 

\Asidi\ It shall be to the Dutches of Alanion, 
The French Kings Sister; He shall marry her. 
Anne Bulkni No: He no Anne BulUm for him. 
There's more in'c then (aire Visage. Bulleni i to 
No, wee'I no BuHens: Speedily I wish 
To heare trom Rome. The Marchionesse of Penbroke? 

Ner, He's discontented. 

Suf. May be he heares the King 
Does whet his Anger to him. 

Sur, Sharpe enough. 
Lord for thy Justice. 



in. ii. 9+.1193 THE LIFE OF 

Cur. The late Queenet Gen tie woman f 
A Knighu Daughter tiij 

To be her Miitrii Mistrit.' The Queenes, Queeoe? 
Thi* Candle bumei not cleere, 'm I must tauSe it. 
Then out it goes. What though T know her vercuoiu 
And well deserving? yet I know her for 
A gpleeny Lutheran, and not wholsome to 
Our cause, that »he should lye i'th'bosome of 
Our hard rul'd King. Againc, there u sprung up 
An Heretique, an Arch-one; Crauaer, one 
Hath crawl'd into the fiivour of the King, 
And is hit Oracle. 

N«r, He is vex'd at something. 140 

Enter King, reading of a SteduU \,tind Lweii]. 

Sar. t would 'twersotnthing that would fret thesning, 
The Maitcr-cord on's heart. 

Sttf. The King, the Ring. 

Kiirg. What piles of wealth hath he accumulateil 
To his owne portion? And what cxpence by'th'houtt 
Seemes to flow from him? How, i'th'name of Thrift 
Does he rake this together? Now my Lords, 
Saw yoo the Cardinall? 

Ntr. My Lord, we have 150 

Stood heerc observing him. Some strange Commotion 
Is in his braine: He bites his lip, and starts. 
Stops on a sodaine, lookcs upon the ground. 
Then kyes his finger on his Temple: straight 
Springs out into fast gate, then stops againe. 
Strikes his breit hard, and anon, he casts 
His eye against the Moone: in most strange Postures 
We have seene him set himselfe. 

King. It may well be, 
iig-9. 1 L-Poi-i. 
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There it ■ mutiny in's minde. This morning, 160 

Papers of State he Bent me, to peruse 

As I reqair'd: and wot you whac I found 

There (on my Conscience put unwittingly) 

Foraooch an Inventory, thus importing 

The scverall parcels of his Plate hia Treasure, 

Rich Sluffes and Ornaments of Houshold, which 

1 finde at such proud Rale, thai it out-speakcs 

Possession of a Subject. 

Nor. It's Heavens will. 
Some Spirit put this paper in the Packet, 1 70 

To blesse your eye wiehall. 

Kiag. Jf wc did thinke 
His Contemplation were above the earth. 
And lixt on Spirituall o^ecc, he should still 
Dwelt in his Musings, but I am aflraid 
Hia Thinkings are below the Moone, not worth 
His serious considering. 

Kiag tahs bii Seal, mbiiperi Levell, tube gees 
i« the CardintU. 

Car. Heaven forgive me, 1 So 

Ever God blesse your Highnesse. 

King. Good my Lord, 
Vou are full of Heavenly stuffc, and beare the Inventory 
Of your best Graces, in your minde; the which 
You were now running o're: you have acarse time 
To sieale from Spirituall leysure, a briefe span 
To keepe your earthly Audit, sure in chat 
I deemc you an ill Husband, and am gald 
To have you therein my Companion. 

Car. Sir, 190 

For Holy Offices I have a time; a time 
To thinke upon the pan of businesse, which 
ilg.{aU.-(lad-i-4P. 

69 
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I beare i'th'Scice: and Nature does require 
Her times of preservation, which perforce 
I her fraile sonne, among'st my Brethren mortaUi 
Must give my tendance to. 

King. You have said well. 

Car. And ever may your Highne^se yoake together, 
(As I will lend you caused my doing well. 
With my well saying. 100 

King. 'Tis well said agen. 
And 'tis a kinde of good decdc to say well. 
And yet words are no deeds. My Father lov'd yon, 
He said he did, and with his deed did Crowne 
His word upon you. Since I had my Office, 
I have kept you next my Heart, have not alone 
Jmploy'd you where high Profits might come home. 
But par'd my present Havingj, to bestow 
My Bounties upon you. 

Car.[Jiiiie\ What should this meatie? 110 

Sur. ^/fiiJej The Lord increase this businesse. 

King. Have I not made you 
The prime man of the State? I pray yon tell me. 
If what I now pronounce, you have found true: 
And if you may confesse it, say withall 
If you are bound to us, or no. Whatsa)"yoo? 

Car. My Soveraigne, I confesse your Royall gnico 
Showr'd on mc daily, have bene more then could 
My studied purposes requite, which went 
Beyond all mans endeavors. My endeavors, iio 
Have ever come too short of my Desires, ^iefl «wf 
Yet fiU'd' with my Abilities; Mine owne ends 
Have beene mine so, that evermore they pointed 
To'th'good of your most Sacred Person, and 

106. iipi: k>pt-i-4P iii.fird: Glad (fi|-d)~HAiniH. 
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The profit of ihe State. For your great Gracet 

Heap'd upon me (poore Undeierver) I 

Can nothing render but Allegiant chankea. 

My Prayres to heaven for you; my Loyaltie 

Which ever ha's, and ever shall be growing, 

Till death (that Winter) kill it. 130 

King. Fairely anawer'd: 
A Loyall, and obedient Subject ia 
Therein illustrated, the Honor of it 
Doea pay the Act of it, as i'th' contrary 
The fowlenesse is the punishment. I presume. 
That as my hand ha's open'd Bounty to you. 
My heart drop'd Love, my powre rain'd Honor, more 
On you, then any: So your Hand, and Heart, 
Your Braine, and every Function of your power. 
Should, notwithstanding that your bond of duly, 240 
As'twer in Loves particular, be more 
To me your Friend, then any. 

Car. I do professe. 
That for your Highnesae good, I ever labour'd 
More then mine owne: thai am, have, and will be 
(Though all the world should cracke their duty to you. 
And throw it from their Soule, though perils did 
Abound, as thicke as thought could make *em, and 
Appeare in formes more horrid) yet my Duty, 
As doth a Rocke against the chiding Flood, 2;o 

Should the approach of this wilde River breake. 
And stand unshaken yours. 

Kmg. 'Tis Nobly spoken: 
Take notice Lords, he ha's a Loyall brest. 
For you have seene him open't. Read o're this, 

[Giving him paferi.'] 
And after this, and then to Breakfast with 
What appetite you have. 
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Exit KingtfrBainiug upon the Cardiuail, the Vrik 
ibrtmg after htm smiling, and abhptmi. 

Car. What should ihia ineaiie!> 160 

Whac sodiine Anger'i this? How have I r«ip'd ii? 
He parted Frowning from me, as if Ruine 
Leap'd from lii« Eyes. So lookes the chafed LyoD 
Upon the daring Hunciman that has gali'd him: 
Then makes him nothing. I must reade this paper: 
I feare the Story of his Anger. 'Tis so; 
This paper ha's undone me: 'Tis th'Accompi 
Of all that world of Wealth I have drawne togcAcr 
For mine owne ends, (Indeed to gaine the PopedonK, 
And aee my Friends in Rome,} O Negligence.' 270 
Fit for a Foolc to &U by: What crosse Divell 
Made me put this maine Secret in the Packet 
I sent the King? Is there no way to cure ihb? 
No new device to bcate this from his Braines? 
I know 'twill stirre him atrongly; yet I know 
A way, if it take right, in spight of Fortune 
Will bring me off againe. What's this? Ta tb'Fift\ 
The Letter (as I live) with all the Businesse 
I writ loo's Holinesse. Nay then, ferewell: 
Ihavetouch'dihe highestpoint of all myGreatnesse, ilo 
And from that full Meridian of my Glory, 
1 haste now to my Setting. I shall fall 
Like a bright exhalation in the Evening, 

EnUriB Weelsey, the Daiti sfNorfelke and Sufftlke,tk 
Earlt of Surrey, and the Lord Cbambtrlaitu. 
Nar. Heare the Kings pleasure Cardinall, 
Who commands you 
To render up the Great Scale presently 
igy-l. I I.-P0M. 
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Into our hands, ind to Conline your selfe 190 

To Asher-house, my Lord of Winchesters, 
Till you heare further from his Highnesse. 

Car. Stay: 
Where's your Commission^ Lords, words cannot carrie 
Authority so wdghty. 

Suf. Who dare crosse 'em. 
Bearing the Kings will from his mouth expressely? 

Cur. Till I finde more then will, or words to do it, 
(I meanc your malice) know, Officious Lords, 
I dare, and must deny it. Now I feelc 300 

Of what course Mettle ye are molded. Envy,- 
How eagerly ye follow my Disgraces 
As if it fed ye, and how sleeke and wanton 
Ve appeare in every thing may bring my ruine? 
Follow your envious courses, men of Malice; 
You have Christian warrant for 'em, and no doubt 
In time will linde their fit Rewards. That Seale 
You aske with such a Violence, the King 
(Mine, and your Master) with hisowne hand, gave me; 
Bad me enjoy it, with the Place, and Honors 3 1 o 

During my life; and to confirme his Goodnesse, 
Ti'dc it by Letters Patents. Now, who'll take it? 

Sur. The King that gave it. 

Car. It must be himselfc then, 

Sur. Thou art a proud Traitor, Priest. 

Car. Proud Lord, thou lyest: 
Within these forlle houres, Surrey durst better 
Have burnt thai Tongue, then saide so. 

Sur. Thy Ambition 
(Thou Scarlet sinne) robb'd this bewailing Land 3:0 
Of Noble Buckingham, my Father -in -Law, 

joi. ciurie: coaria-Para. MttiU: raMal-4F. 
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The heads of all i\iy Brother-Cardinals, 

(With thee, and all thy belt pans bound together) 

Wdgh'd not a haire of his. Plague of your politic, 

You sent me Dcpuiie for Ireland, 

Farte from hit succour; from the King, from all 

That might have mercie on the &ult, thou gav'sc turn: 

Whil'it your great Goodneste, out of holy pitty, 

Absolv'd him with an Aze. 

ffel This, and all else 330 

This talking Lord can lay upon my credit, 
I answer, is most frlse. The Duke by Law 
Found hii deserts. How innocent I was 
From any private malice in his end. 
His Noble Jurie, and foule Cause can wjincssc. 
If I lov'd many words. Lord, I should tell you. 
You have as little Honestie, as Honor, 
That in the way of Loyaltie, and Truth, 
Toward the King, my ever Roiall Master, 
Dare mate a sounder man then Surrie can be, 340 
And all that love his follies. 

Siir. By my Soule, 
Your long Coat (Priest) protects you. 
Thou should ' St fecle 

My Sword i'th'lifc blood of thee else. My Lords, 
Can ye endure to heare this Arrogance? 
And from this Fellow? If we live thus tamely. 
To be thus Jaded' by a peece of Scarlet, ^spurntd 
Farewell Nobilitie: let his Grace go forward. 
And dare us with his Cap, like Lsrkes. 3^0 

CarJ. All Goodnesse 
Is poyson to thy Stomacke. 

Sur. Yes, that goodnesse 
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Of gleaning all the Lands wealth into one. 

Into your owne huids (Card'nall) by Extortion; 

The goodnesse of your intercepted Packets 

Vou writ lo'th'Pope, against the King: yourgoodneSM 

Since you provoke me, shall be most notorious. 

My Lord of Norfolke, as you are truly Noble, 

As you respect the common good, the State 360 

Of our despis'd Nobilitie, our Issues, 

(Whom if he live, will scarse be Gentlemen) 

Produce the grand summe of his unnes, the Articles 

Collected from hb life, lie startle you 

Worse then the Sicring^ Bell, when the browne Wench 

Lay kissing in your Armes, Lord Cardinall. ^ mass 

Car. How much meihmkes, I could despise this man. 
But that I am bound in Charitie against it. 

Ntr. Those Articles, my Lord,areintheKii^shtmd: 
But thus much, they are foule ones. 370 

If'o!. So much &irer 
And spotlesse, shsll mine Innocence arise. 
When the King knowes my Truth. 

I thanke my Memorie, I yet remember 
Some of these Articles, and out they shall. 
Now, if you can blush, and crie guiltie Cardinall, 
You'l shew a little Honesde. 

Wdl. Speake on Sir, 
I dare your worst Objections; If I blush, 3S0 

It is to see a Nobleman want manners. 

Sur. I had rather want those, then my head; 
Have at you. 

First, that without the Kings assent or knowledge, 
Vou wrought to be a Legate, by which power 

361. rybom: Who-i-4F. 181-J. I l.-3Row». 
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You maim'd the JuriFdictibn ofati Bishopa. 

Ner. Then, That in all you writ to Rome, or else 
To Foinigne Princet, Ego U Rex meus 
Wai »ti!l inicrib'd: in which you brought the King 
To be your Servant, j^ 

&uf. Then, that without the knowledge 
£ither of King or Councell, when you went 
Ambassador to the Emperor, you made bold 
To carry into Flanders, the Great Scale. 

Sur. Item, You sent a large Commission 
To Gregory de Caiiade, to conclude 
Without the Kings will, or the States allowance, 
A League betweene his Highnesse, and Firrara. 

Suf. That out of meere Airibition, vou have ciui'il 
Your holy-Hat to be stampt on the Kings Coine. 400 

Sur. Then, That you have sent inumerable subsunrt, 
(By what meanci got, 1 leave to your ownc conscicnrt) 
To fumiah Rome, and to prepare the wayes 
You have for Dignities, lo the meere undooing 
or all the Kingdome. Many more there are 
Which since they are of you, and odious, 
I will not taint my mouth with. 

Cham. O my Lord, 
Presse not a falling man too larre; 'tis Vcrtue: 
His &ulti lye open to the Lawes, let them +10 

( Not you) correct him. My heart weepes to s« him 
So little, of hit great Selle. 

Sur. I foigive him. 

Suf. Lord Cardinall, the Kings further pleasure is, 
Because all those things you have done of late 
By your power Legativc within this Kingdome. 
Fall into'th'compasse of a Premmjii-g. 

416. L^advt: legUiDa-iRowa. 
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That therefore such a Writ be sued against you. 
To forfeic all your Goods, Lands, TenetncDts, 
Cisclea, and whatsoever, and 10 be 4x0 

Out of the Kings protection. This is my Charge. 

Nor. And so wee'l leave you to your Meditations 
How to live belter. For your ilubbome answer 
About the ^ving backe the Great Seale to us. 
The King shall know it, and (no doubt) shal thanke you. 
So fare you well, my little good Lord Cardinall. 

Exeunt all but WoLcy. 

Wal, So fercwell, to the little good you beare me. 
Farewell? A long farewell to all my Greatnesse. 
Thb b the state of Man; to day he puts fonh 430 
The tender Leaves of hopes, to morrow Bloasomes, 
And beares his blushing Honors thicke upon him; 
The third day, comes a Frost; a killing Frost, 
And when he thinkes, good easie man, fiill surely 
His Greatnesse is a ripening, nippes his roote. 
And then he &la as I do. I have ventur'd 
like little wanton Boyes that swim on bladders: 
This many Summers in a Sea of Glory, 
But farre beyond my depth: my high-blowne Pride 
At length broke under me, and now ha's left me 440 
Weary, and old with Service, to the mercy 
Of a rude atreamc, thst must for ever hide me. 
Vaine pompe, and glory of this World, I hate ye, 
1 feele my heart new open'd. Oh how wretched 
Is that poore man, that hangs on Princes favours)' 
There is betwixt that smile we would aspire too. 
That sweet Aspect of Princes, and their mine. 
More panga, and feares then warres, or women have; 
And when he falles, he falles like Lucifer, 
Never to hope againe. 4$o 

410. Ceutti! Chattdm-THIotAUi. 
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Enter Cremweil, standing amazed. 
Why how now Crtmwelli 

Crtm. I hive no power to tpeake Sir. 

Cor. What, >ma2'd 
At iny misfonunes? Can thy Spirit wonder 
A great mm ihould decline. Nay, and you weep 
I am &lne indeed. 

Cram, How does your Grace. 

Card. Why well: 
Never to truly happy, my good Cramwell, 460 

I know my telfe now, and I feele within me, 
A peace above all earthly Dignities, 
A (till, and quici Conscience. The King ha's cur'd mc, 
I humbly thanke his Grace: and from these shoolders 
The»e ruin'd Pillen, out of piity, taken 
A loade, would sinke a Navy, (too much Honor.) 

'til a burden Cromwel, 'tis a burden 

Too heavy for a man, that hopes for Heaven. 

Cram. 1 am glad your Grace, 
Ha's made that right use of it. 470 

Card. I hope I have: 

1 am able now (me thinkes) 

(Out of a Fortitude of Soulc. I feelc) 
To endure more Miseries, and greater farre 
Then my Weake-hearted Enemies, dare offer. 
What Newcs abroad? 

Cram. The heaviest, and the worst, 
la your displeasure with the King. 

Card. God blessc him. 

Crom. The next i>, thai Sir Tbernas Moore is chosen 
Lord Chancellor, in your place. ^Bi 

4;fi. and: an-CAnLL. 469-70. i l.-Poti 
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Card. Thai's somewhat sodain. 
But he's a Learned man. May he continue 
Long in his Highnesse favour, and do Justice 
For Truths-sake, and his Conscience; that his bones. 
When he ha's run his course, and sleepes in Blessings, 
May have a Tombe of Orphants teares wept on him. 
What more? 

Crem. That Cranmer is return'd with welcome; 
Install'd Lord Arch-byshop of Canterbury. 490 

Card. That's Newes indeed. 

Crom. Last, that the Lady jinne. 
Whom the King hath in secrecie long married. 
This day was view'd in open.^ as his Queene, 
Going to Chappcll; and the voyce is now ^public 
Onely about her Corronatior. 

Card. There was the wughc that puU'd me downe. 

Cmmwell, 

The King ha's gone beyond me: All my Glories 

In that one woman, I have lost for ever. 500 

No Sun, shall ever usher forth mine Honors, 

Or gilde againe the Noble Troopes thai waighted 

Upan my smiles. Go get ihcc irom me Cromwel, 

1 am a poore falne man, unworthy now 

To be thy Lord, and Master. Seeke the King 
(That Sun, 1 pray may never set) I have told him. 
What, and how true thou art; he will advance thee: 
Some little memory of me, will stirre him 
(I know his Noble Nature) not to let 
Thy hopefUll service perish too. Good CromwtU 510 
Neglect him not; make use^ now, and provide 
For chine owne future safety. 2 inurist 

Cram. O my Lord, 

i-Capiil. 
.it.d-4F. 
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Must I then leave yoo? Muse I ncedes forgo 
So good, to Noble, and so true a Master? 
Beare wtmcMC, all chat have not hearts of Iron, 
With what a sorrow Crtmwel leaves his Lord. 
The King shall have my service! but my prayres 
For ever, and for ever shall be yours. 

Card. Cmmwel, I did not chinke to shed a ceare 
In all my Miseries: But thou hast forc'd me ;il 

(Out of thy honest truth) to play the Wotnaii. 
Let's dry our eyes: And thus farre heare me Cramwit, 
And when I am forgotten, as I shall be. 
And siccpe in dull cold Marble, where no mention 
Of me, more must be heard of: Say I taught theej 
Say Wehej, thai once trod the wayes of Glory, 
And sounded all the Depths, and Shoales of Honor, 
Found thee a way (out of his wracke) to rise in: 
A sure, and safe one, though thy Master mist it. 
Marke but my Fall, and that that Ruin'd me: jji 
Cremwel, I charge thee, fling away Ambition, 
By that ainne fell the Angels: how can man then 
(The Image of his Maker _J hope to win by it? 
Love thy selfe last, cherish those hearts that hate thee; 
Corruption wins not more then Honesty. 
Still in thy right hand, carry gentle Peace 
To silence envious Tongues. Be just, and feare not; 
Lei alt the ends thou aym'si at, be thy Countries, 
ThyGods.andTruths. Then if thou fiiirst(OCr<'«KW/) 
Thou fall'st a blessed Martyr, r,\ 

Serve the King: And prythee leade me in: 
There take an Inventory of all I have. 
To the last peny, 'tia the Kings. My Robe, 
And my Integrity to Heaven, is all, 

541, new 1. It And-zRowi. 
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I dare now call mine owne. O Cromwtl, CremtBtl, 
Had 1 but serv'd my God, wiih halfe the Zeale 
I BCrv'd my King: he would nol in mine Age 
Have left me naked to mine Enemies. 

Cram. Good Sir, have patience. $$0 

Card. So I have. Farewell 
The Hopet of Court, my Hopes in Heaven do dwell. 

Actus Quartus. Scena Prima. 

\^A siTtet in Wettminster.'\ 

Enter ma Gentlemen, meeting ane another. 

ifG/n.l Y'are well met once againe. 

i[Gfff.] So are you. 

I You come to take your stand heere, and behold 
The Lady Anne, passe from her Corronation. 

z 'Tis all my businesse. At our last encounter. 
The Dute of Buckingham came from his Triall. 

I 'Tis very true. But that time ofler'd sorrow. 
This generall joy. 10 

I 'Tis well: The Citizens 
I am sure have shewne at full their Royall minds, 
As let 'em have their rights, they are ever forward 
In Celebration of this day with Shewes, 
Pageants, and Sights of Honor. 

I Never greater. 
Nor He assure you better taken Sir. 

1 May I be bold to aske what that containei. 
That Paper in your hand. 

1 Yea, 'tis the List zo 

Of those that claime their Offices this day. 
By cnatome of the Coronation. 
The Duke of SufTolke is the first, and claimes 
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To be high Steward; Next the Duke of Norfolke, 
He to be Earle Manhall: you may reade the rest. 

t [zG^v.] I thanke you Sir: Had I not known those 
cuitoms, I 

I should have beene beholding to your Paper; 
But 1 beseech you, what'a become of Kalherine 
The Princeue Dowager? How goes her busiuesse? 

1 That I can tell you too. The Archbishop 30 
Of Canterbury, accompanied with other 

Learned, and Reverend Fathers of his Order, 

Held a late Court at Dunstable; lixe miles off 

From Ampthij], where the Princesse lay, to which 

She was often cyted by them, but appear'd not: 

And to be short, for not Appearance, and 

The Kings late Scruple, by the maine assent 

Of all these Learned men, she was divorc'd. 

And the late Marriage made of none effect: 

Since which, she was remov'd to Kymmalton, 40 

Where she remaines now sicke. 

2 Alas good Lady. [Trumpfti.] 
The Trumpets sound: Stand close. 

The Queene is comming. Ho-bojti. 

The Order of the Coronation. 

1 A lively Flourish ef Trumpets. 

2 Thin, tien Jttdgii. 

3 herd Chancellor, with Purse and Maee befere bim. ' 

4 Quirristers singing. Musicke. 49 

5 Miior of LoTtion, bearing the Mace. TbeitG»nei,i* 
bis Caale of Armes, and en his bead be wore a Gilt 
Copptr I Crotaue. 

40. Kyrnmetnii: Kimb«llati-3-4F. 43-4- 1 I -Port. 
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6 Marquesse Dorset, blaring a Scepttr ef GeU, m his 
head, I a Demy Ceronall rf Gold. With bim, thi 
Earle of Surrey, | bearing the Rod of Silver with 
the Dove, Crowned toith an | Earles Cermet, Col- 
lars of Esses. I 

7 Duke of SufFolke, in his Robe of Estate, his Cermet 
an his | head, bearing a long white Wand, as High 
Steward. With I him, the Duke of Norfolkc, with 
the Rod of Marsbalihip, ] a Coronet on his head. 
Collars of Esses. \ 60 

8 A Canopy, borne bj four e of the Cinque- Port s,«ff./^r 
it I the Queene in her Robe, in her haire, richly 
adornedwith \ Pearle, Crowned. One nth side her, 
the Bishops of London, | and Winchester. 

9 The Olde Dulchessc of Norfolkc. in a Coronall of 
Gold, I wrought with Flowers, tearing the Slueenes 
Traine. \ 

I o Cerlaine Ladies or Couniesses, with plaine Circlets 

ef I Gold, toitbout Flowers. 
%xe\inX, first passing aver the Stage in Order and Slate, 

and I then, J great Flourish of Trumpets. 70 

1 A Royall Traine beleeve me: These I know; 
Who's that chat beares the Scepter? 

I Marqueue Dorset, 
And that the Earle of Surrey, with the Rod. 

z A bold brave Gentleman. That should bee 
The Duke of Suffblke. 

1 'Tis the same: high Steward. 

2 And that my Lord of Norfolkc? 

1 Yes. 79 

z Heaven blesse thee, \_Looking on the Queen.^ 
Thou hast the sweetest face I ever look'd on. 

to. Euai 88-Rowi. 
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Sir, as I have a Souk, she is an Angell; 
Our King ha's all the Indies in his Armes, 
And more, and richer, when he straines chat Lady, 
1 cannot blune his Conicience. 

1 They that bearc 
The Cloath of Honour over her, are fourc Barons 
Of the Cinque- Ports. 

I Those men are happy. 
And 10 are all, are neere her. 90 

[ take it, she that carries up the Traine, 
Is that old Noble Lady, Dutchesse of Norfblke. 

1 It is, and all the rest are Countesses. 

2 Thrir Coronets say so. Thes« are Starrcs iudeol, 
And sometimes falling ones. 

j[iGw.] No more of that. 

Eater a third GentUman, 
_ I God save you Sir. Where have you bin broiling? 

3 Among the crow'd i'th' Abbey, where a finger 
Could not be wedg'd in more: I am stifled 100 
With the meere ranknesse of their joy. 

2 You saw the Ceremony? 

3 That I did. 

1 How was itf 

3 Well worth the seeing. 

2 Good Sir, speake it to us? 

3 As well as I am able. The rich streame 
Of Lords, and Ladies, having brought the Queene 
To a prepar'd place in the Quire, fell off 

A distance from her; while her Grace sate downe 1 10 
To rest a while, some halfe an houre, or so. 
In a rich Chaire of State, opposing freely 
The Beauty 'of her Person to the People. 

89-90. t l.-Pori. 101. new I. at Tha^HANUU. 
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Beleeve me Sir, she ia the goodliett Woman 
That ever lay by man; which when the people 
Had the tiiU view of, such a noyse arose. 
As the ahrowdes make at Sea, in a stiffe Tempest, 
As lowd, and to as many Tunes. Hats, Cloakes, 
(Doublets, I thinke) flew up, and had their Faces 
Bin loose, this day they had beene lost. Such joy 1 zo 
I never saw befiare. Great belly'd women. 
That had not halfe a weeke to go, like Rammes 
In the old dme of Warre, would shake the prease 
And make 'em reele before 'em. No man living 
Could say this is my wife there, all were woven 
So strangely in one peece. 

J But what fbllow'd? 

3 At length, her Grace rose, and with modesl paces 
Came to the Altar,where she kneel'd, and Saint-like 
Caai her faire eyes to Heaven, and pray'd devoutly. 
Then rose againe, and bow'd her to the people: 1 3 1 
When by the Arch-byshop of Canterbury, 
She had all the Royall makings of a Queene; 
As holy Oyle, Edward Confessors Crowne, 
The Rod, and Bird of Peace, and all such Emblemes 
l^d Nobly on her: which pcrform'd, ihe Quire 
With all the choysesi Musicke of the Kingdome, 
Together sung TV Drum. So she parted, 
And with the same full State pac'd backe againe 
To Yorke-Place, where the Feast is held. 140 

I Sir, 
You must no more call it Yorke-place, that's past: 
For since the Cardinall fell, that Titles lost, 
'Tis now the Kings, and call'd White-Hall. 

3 f know it: 

l»3. fiau: preM-4F. 
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But 'ds M lately alter'd, that the old name 
Is Iresh about me. 

1 What [WO Reveretid Bysbopi 
Were those that went on each side of the Queene? 

3 Siakeley and Gardiner, the one of Winchester, 
Newly prctcrr'd Itoiii the Kings Secretary: i;i 

The other London. 

1 He ofWinchester 

Is held no great good lover of the Archbishops, 
The venuoua Cmnmer. 

3 All the Land knowes (hat: 
How ever, yet there is no great breach, when it casaa 
Cranmer will findc a Friend will not shrinke from bipi, 

2 Who may that be, I pray you. 

3 Thoma! Cromwell, 160 
A man in much esteeme with ih'King, and truly 

A worthy Friend. The King ha's made him 

Master o'th'Jeweli House, 

And one already of the Privy Councell. 

I He win deserve more. 

3 Yea without ill doubt. 
Come Gentlemen, ye shall go my way. 
Which is to'th Court, and there ye shall be my Guests: 
Something I can command. As I waike thither. 
He tell ye more. 170 

Both. You may command us Sir. Bxtunl. 

IJO. Sululiy: Stoka(l]f-4F. 

161-]. 1 U. ending m Biter, Jeweltiouia-CAMaainct. 
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Scena Secunda. 

Enter Katherine Deviager, side, had betweene Griffith, 

her Gentleman XJiber, and Patience 

her Woman. 

Grif. How do's your Grace? 

Katb. O Griffith, aicke to death: 
My Lcgges like loadcti Branches bow to'ch'Earth, 
Willing to leave iheir burthen: Reach a Chaire, 
So now (me thiokes) I feele a little ease. 
Did'sc thou not tell me Griffith, as thou lead'st mee, 10 
That the great Childe of Honor. Cardinall Wobey 
Wai dead? 

Grif. Yea Madam; but I thankc your Grace 
Out of the paine you sutfer'd, gave no eare too't. 

Kath. Pre'thee good Griffith, tell me how hedy'de. 
If well, he atepi before me happily 
For my example. 

Grif. Well, the voyce goes Madam, 
For after the stout Earle Northumberland 
Arrested him at Yorkc, and brought him forward 20 
As a m^\ sorely tainted, to his Answer, 
He tell sicke sodainly, and grew so ill 
He could not sit his Mule. 

Kath. Alas poore man, 

Grif. At last, with easie Rodes, he came to Leicester, 
Lodg'd in the Abbey; where the reverend Abbot 
With all his Covent, honourably receiv'd himj 
To whom he gave these words, O Father Abbot, 
An old man, broken with the stormes of State, 
Is come to lay his weary bones among ye: 30 

13. ibanix: thii)|[-l-4F. 
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Give him ■ little earth for Chiriiy. 
So went to bed; where eagerly his sicknesic 
Purau'd him still, »nd three nights after this. 
About the houre of eight, which he himselfe 
Foretold should be his last, full of Repentance, 
CoDtinuall Meditations, Teares, and Sorroweg, 
He gave his Honors to the world agen, 
Hii blessed part to Heaven, and slept in peace, 

Kalb. So may he rest. 
His Faults lye gently on him: +o 

Yet thus ferre Griffith, give mc leave to speake hiir, 
And yet with Charity. He was a man 
Of an unbounded stomacke,' ever ranking ^friit 

Himselfe with Princes. One that by suggestioo 
Ty'de all the Kingdoms Symonie, was faite play, 
His owne Opinion was his Law. I'th'prcsence 
He would say untruths, and be ever double 
Both in his words, and meaning. He was never 
(But where he meant to Ruinc) pirtifijll. 
His Promises, were as he then was. Mighty: $o 

But his performance, as he is now. Nothing: 
Of his owne body he was ill, and gave 
The Clergy ill example. 

Grif. Noble Madam: 
Mens evill manners, live in Brasse, their Vertues 
We write in Water. May it please your H^hnesK 
To heare me speake his good now? 

Kaih. Yes good Griffith, 
I were malidous else. 

Grif. This CardinatI, 60 

Though from an humble Stocke, undoubtedly 
Was ^shion'd to much Honor. From his Cradle 
39-40. I l.-Pora. 
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He was a Scholler, and a ripe, and good one; 

Exceeding wiac, fkirc spoken, and perawading: 

Lofty, and lowre to them that lov'd him not: 

But, to those men that sought him, sweet as Summer. 

And though he were unsatisfied in getting, 

(Which was s sinne) yet in bestowing. Madam, 

He was most Princely: Ever witnesse for him 

Those twinnes of Learning, that he rais'd in you, 70 

Ipswich and Oxford: one of which, fell with him. 

Unwilling to out-iive the good that did it. 

The other (though unfinish'd) yet so Famous, 

So excellent in Art, and still so rising. 

That Christendome shall ever speake his Vertue. 

His Overthrow, heap'd Hsppnesse upon him: 

For then, and not till then, he felt himselfe. 

And found the Blcsscdneisc of being little. 

And to adde greater Honors to his Age 

Then man could give him; he dy'dc, fearing God. 80 

Kaib. After my death, I wish no other Herald, 
No other speaker of my living Actions, 
To keepe mine Honor, from Corruption, 
But such an honest Chronicler as Griffith. 
Whom I most hated Living, thou haat made mee 
With thy Relipoua Truth, and Modesdc, 
<Now in his Ashes) Honor: Peace be with him. 
Peliente, be neere me still, and set me lower, 
I have not long to trouble thee. Good Griffith, 
Cause the Muaitians play me that sad note 90 

I nam'd my Knell; whil'st I sit meditating 
On that Cceleatiall Harmony I go too. 

Sad and sakmne Mtsicke. 

Grif. She is asleep: Good wench, let's sitdown quiet, 
For feare we wake her. Softly, gentle Patience. 
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The Fision. 
Enter lolemnely tripping one after another, lixe Ptrien- 
agei, I cleJ in rebite Rakes, wearing on their beada 
Garlands Bf\ Bays, and golden f^ixards on tbiir 
faces. Branches if Bajes \ or Palme in their hands. 
They first Conge unit her, then \ Danre: and at at- 
taint Cbangei, the first ttoo bold a spare | Garland 
ever her Head, at tehith the other faure make rt- j 
verend Curtiies. Then the two that held the Gar- 
land, deli- I ver the same to the other next Itnt, tcii 
observe the same or- | der in their Changes, and 
holding the Garland over her ] bead. Which doni, 
they deliver the same Garland to the \ last two: wbt 
lUetoise observe the same Order, ^t which | {as it 
were by inipiralion) she makes (in her sleefe) signes 
of I rejoycing, and holdeth up her hands to beavn. 
And so, in \ their Dancing vanish, carrying the Gar- 
land with them. | The Musicke continues. 1 1 1 

Katb. Spiritaofpeace, where arc ye^ Are yeallgoDCP 
And leave me heere in wretched nesse, behinde ye? 

Grif. Madam, we we heere. 

Kath. Ii is noi you 1 call lor. 
Saw ye none enter since I slept? 

Grif. None Madam. 

Katb. No? Saw you not even now a blessed Troope 
Invite me to a Banquet, whose bright faces 
Cast thousand beames upon me, like the Sun? 120 
They promis'd me eternall Happinesse, 
And brought me Garlands (Griffith-) which I feele 
I am not worthy yet to weare: I shall assuredly. 
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Grif. I am most joyfull Madam, such good dreames 
Possesse your Fancy. 

Katb. Bid the Musickc leave. 
They are harsh and heavy to me. Muiicke ttasti. 

Pali. Do you note 
How much her Grace is alter'd on the aodaine/ 
How long her face is drawne? How pale «he lookes. 
And of an earchy cold? Marke her eyes? 131 

Grif. She is goiog Wench. Pray, pray. 

Peti. Heaven comfort her. 

, Enter a Mesungtr, 

Mes. And't like your Grace 

Katb. Vou are a sawey Fellow, 
Deserve we no more Reverence? 

Gr^. You are too blame. 
Knowing she will not loose her wonted Greatnesse 
To use so rude behaviour. Go too, kneele. 140 

Mti. I humbly do entreat your Highnesse pardon. 
My hast made me unmannerly. There is staying 
A Gentleman sent from the King, to see you. 

Kalb. Admit him entrance Griffith. Bm thia Fellow 
Let me ne're see againe. Exit Meiitag. 

Eater Lard Capucbias. 

If my sight faile not. 

You should be Lord Ambassador from the Emperor, 

My Royall Nephew, and your name Capucbiui. 

Cap. Madam the same. Your Servant. 150 

Kalb. O my Lord, 
The Times and Titles now are alter'd strangely 

13;. Axd-t: AD-t-HANMH. 
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With me, since first you knew me. 

But I pray you. 

What 'u your pleasuTC with me? 

O/. Noble Lady, 
FirBt mine owne service to your Grace, the next 
The Kings retjuesi, thai I would visit you. 
Who greeves much for your weaknesse, and by me 
Send) you his Princely Commendations, 160 

And heartily entreats you take good comfort. 

Kalb, O my good Lord, that comfort comes too laic, 
'Tis like a Pardon after Execution; 
That gentle Physicke given in time, had cur'd me: 
But now I am past all Comforts heere, but Prayers. 
How does his Highnesse? 

Caf. Madam, in good health. 

Kith. So may he ever do. and ever flourish. 
When I shall dwell with Wormes, and my poorename 
Banish'd ihe Kingdome. Patience, is that Letter 170 
] caus'd you write, yet sent away? 

Pat. No Madam. ^Git/iag it to Kaibarine.'\ 

Katb. Sir, I most humbly pray you to deliver 
This to my Lord the King, 

Cap. Most willing Madam. 

Katb. In which I have commended to his goodnesse 
The Modell of our chaste loves: his yong daughter. 
The dewes of Heaven fall thicke in Blessings on her, 
Beseeching him to give her vcrtuous breeding. 
She is yong, and ofa Noble modest Nature, iSo 

I hope she will deserve well; and a little 
To love her for her Mothers sake, that lov'd him. 
Heaven tnowes how deerely. 
My next poors Petition, 
153-4. I l.-iRo«a. "ll-4' I l.-iRowt 
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Ii, thai hta Noble Grace would have some pittie 

Upon my wretched women, that so long 

Have foUow'd both my Fortunes, faithfully. 

Of which there is not one, I dwe avow 

(And now I should not lye) but will deserve 

For Venue, and true Bcautic of the Soule, 190 

For honestie, and decent Carriage 

A right good Husband (let him be a Noble) 

And sure those men are happy that shall have 'em. 

The last is for my men, they are the poorest, 

(But poverty could never draw 'cm from me) 

That they may have thnr wages, duly paid 'em. 

And lomclhing over to remember me by. 

If Heaven had pleas'd to have g^ven me longer lite 

And able meanes, we had not parted thus. 

These are the whole Contents, and good my Lord, 

By chat yOu love the dcerest in this wor]d, 201 

As you wish Chiistian peace Co soulcs departed, 

Sund these poorc peoples Friend, and urge the King 

To do me this last right. 

Cap. By Heaven I will. 
Or let me loose the fashion of a man. 

Kath. I thanltc you honest Lord. Remember me 
In all humilitie unto his Highnesse: 
Say his long trouble now is passing 
Out of this world. Tell him in death 1 bleat him 210 
(For so 1 will) mine eyes grow dimme. Farewell 
My Lord, Griffith farewell. Nay Patitnct, 
You must not leave me yet. I must to bed. 
Call in more women. When I am dead, good Wench, 
Let me be us'd with Honor; strew me over 
With Maiden Flowers, that all the world may know 
I was a chute Wife, to my Grave: Embalme me, 
93 
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Then by me fbith (although unqueen'd) yet like 
A Queene, wid Diugbter to a King enteire me. 
I can no more. zzo 

Exetnt Itadiag Kathcrine. 

Actus Quintus. Scena Prima. 

\Lendin. A galltrj in ibe palace-.'\ 

Enttr Gardiner Biibop of W'mebester, a Page teitb a Torch 
before bim, met by Sir Tbemas Lovell. 

Gard. It's one a clocke Boy, is'c not. 

Btj. It haih strooke. 

Gard. These thould be houres for necessities. 
Not for delights: Times 10 repayre our Nature 
With comforting repose, and not for us 
To waste these times. Good houre ofnighl Sir Tbomas: 
Whether so late? 10 

Ltv. Came you from the King, my Lord? 

Gar. I did Sir Tbomai, and left him at Primero' 
With the Duke of Suffolte, ^ game at eardi 

Lav. I must to him too 
Before he go to bed. He take ray leave. 

Gard. Not yet Sir Tbomai hovell: what's the matter? 
It seemcs you arc in hast: and if there be 
No great oflcnce belongs too't, give your Friend 
Some touch of your late businease: Affiiires that walde 
(As they say Spirits do) at midnight, have 20 

In them a wilder Nature, then the busincsse 
That seekea dispatch by day. 

Lav. My Lord, I love you; 
And durst commend a secret to your eare 
Much waightier then this worke. The Queens in Labor 

4. a ilocki: o'dock-CAPiLL. 17. and: «o-CAPitL. 
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They sty in grelt Eztremiiy, and fear'd 
Shee'l with the Labour, end. 

Gard. The fruite she goes with 
I pray for heartily, that it may linde 
Good time, and live; but for the Siocke Sir Tbomas,^o 
I wish it grubb'd up now. 

Lev. Me thinkes I could 
Cry the Amen, and yet my Conscience «ayes 
Shee's a good Creature, and sweet-Ladie do'a 
Deserve our better wishes. 

GarJ. But Sir, Sir, 
Heare me Sir Thomas, y'are a Gentleman 
Of mine owne way. I know you Wise, Religious, 
And let me tell you, it will ne're be well, 
'Twill not Sir Thomas Lavell, tak't of me, 40 

Till Craamtr, Cremviel, her two hands, and shee 
Sleepe in their Graves. 

Lotiell. Now Sir, you speake of two 
The most remark'd i'th'Kingdome: as for Cromweil, 
Beside that of the Jewell- House, is made Master 
O'th'Rolles, and the Kings Secretary. Further Sir, 
Stands in the gap' and Trade* of moe Preferments, 
With which the Lime will loade him, Th'Archbyshop 
Is the Kings hand, and tongue, and who dare apeak 
One syllable against him? iway ^beaten track 50 

Gard. Yes, yes. Sir Tbamas, 
There are that Dare, and I my selfe have ventur'd 
To speake my minde of him: and indeed this day. 
Sir (I may tell it you) I thinlce I have 
Incenat* the Lords o'th'Councell, that he B^in/ermed 
(For so I know he is, they know he is) 
A most Arch-Heretique, a Pestilence 
That does infect the Land: with which, they moved 

4S. Zjbk; TimB-4F. 
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Hive broken with the King, who hath so larre 
Given eue to our Compliint, of his great Grace, 6a 
And Princely C»re, fore-seeing those fell Mischiefcs, 
Our RcMons Iiyd before him, hith commanded 
To morrow Morning to the Councell Boord 
He be convented.* He's a ranke weed Sir Tbcmai, 
And we must root him out. From your Affaires 
I hinder you too long: Good night. Sir Thomas. 

Exit Gardiner and Page. 

Lev. Manygoodnights, my Lord, 1 rest your lervint. 
Enter King and Saffelke. 

King. Cbarlei, I will play no more to night, 70 
My mindes not on't, you are too hard for me. 

Suff. Sir, I did never win of you before. 

King. Bat little Charles, 1 iammomi 

Nor shall not when my Fancies on my play. 
Now Lavel, from the Qocenc what is the Ncwes. 

Lbv. I could not personally deliver to her 
What you commanded me, but by her woman, 
I sent your Message, who retum'd h^r thankes 
In the great' St humbleneise, and desir'd your Highnesse 
Most heartily to pray for her. 80 

King. What say'st thou? Haf 
To pray for her? What, is she crying out? 

Lev. So said her woman, and that her suffrance made 
Almost each pang, a death. 

King. Alas good Lady. 

Suf. God safoly quit her of her Burthen, and 
With gentle Travaile, to the gladding of 
Your HighncMc with an Heirc. 

King. 'Tis midnight Charles, 
Prjithee to bed, and in thy Prayres remember 90 

74. F--m,: fancy'. ( F.ncicVjF. )-4F. 
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Th'eatatc of my poore Queene. Leave me ilonc. 
Far I must thinkc of that, which company 
Would not be friendly too. 

Suf. I wish your Highnetae 
A quiet night, and my good Mistris will 
Remember in my Prayers. 

King. Charles good night. Exit Suffolki. 

Well Sir, what followes? 

Enter Sir Anthony Denny. 

Den. Sir, I have brought my Lord the Arch-byshop, 
As you commanded me. 101 

King. Ha? Canterbury? 

Den. I my good Lord. 

King. 'Tia wue: where is he Denny} 

Den. He attends your Highnesse pleasure. 

King. Bring him to Us. [Exit Denny.^ 

Lev. \Aside'\ This is about that, which the Byshop 
spake, I 
I am happily come hither. 

Enter Cranmer and Denny. 

King. Avoyd the Gallery. Level see me s to stay. 

Ha? I have said. Be gone. 1 11 

What? Exeunt Lavell and Denny. 

Cran. [Aside'] I am fearefiall: Wherefore frownes he 
thusi* I 
'Tis his Aspect of Terror. All's not well. 

King. How now my Lord? 
You do desire to know wherefore 
1 sent for you. 

Cran. [Kneeling'^ It is my dutie 

II5-I7. t II. ending know, you-iRowi. 
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T'Mtend your Htghncsge pleasure. 

King. Vny you arise 120 

My good and gracioua Lord of Canterburie: 
Come, you and 1 must walke a turne together: 
I have Newes to tell you. 
Come, come, give me your hand. 
Ah my good Lord, I greeve at what 1 speake. 
And am right sorrie to repeat what followes. 
I have, and most unwillingly of late 
Heard many greevous. I do say my Lord 
Grecvoua complaints of you; which being consider'd, 
Have mov'd Us, and our Councell, that you shall 130 
This Morning come before us, where I know 
You cannot with luch frcedomc purge your sclfe. 
But that till fiirther Triall, in those Charges 
Which will re<)uire your Answer, you must take 
Your patience to you, and be well contented 
To make your house our Towre: you, a Brother of us 
It lits wc thus proceed, or else no witnesse 
Would come against you. 

Cran. \_Kneiiittg^ 1 humbly thankc your Highnessc, 
And am right glad to catch this good occasion 140 
Most throughly to be winnowed, where my Chaffe 
And Come shall flye asunder. Fot I know 
There's none stands under more calumnious tongues. 
Then I my selfe, poore man. 

King. Stand up, good Canterbury, 
Thy Tmth, and thy Integrity is rooted 
In us thy Friend. Give me thy hand, stand up, 
Prythee let's walke. Now by my Holydame, 
What manner of man arc you? My Lord, I look'd 
You would have given me your Petition, that 1 50 

113-4,. 1 l.-Pori. Ii8.jr,«™«. /, grievous, I-4F. 
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I should have tane some paines, to bring together 
Your se!fe, and your Accusers, and to have heard you 
Without indurancei further. 1 dtttntion 

Cran. Most dread LJege, 
The good I stand on, is my Truth and Honestie: 
If they shall tiile, 1 with mine Enemies 
Will triumph o're my person, which I waigh not. 
Being of those Venues vacant. I feore nothing 
What can be said against me. 

King. Know you not 160 

Howyour state stands i'th' world, with the whole world? 
Your Enemies are many, and not small; their practises 
Must beare the same proportion, and not ever 

The Just' ■ ■ ~ 

The dev 

Might corrupt mindes procure. Knaves as corrupt 

To sweare against you; Such things have bene done. 

You are Potently oppos'd, and with a Malice 

Of as great Size, Weene you of better luelte, 

1 meane in pcrjur'd Witnessc, then your Master, 170 

Whose Minister you are, whiles hcere he liv'd 

Upon this naughty Earth? Go too, go too. 

You take a Precepii for no leape of danger. 

And woe your owne destruction. 

Cran. God, and your Majesty 
Protect mine innocence, or I fall into 
The trap is laid for me. 

King. Be of good cheere. 
They shall no more prevaile, then we ^ve way too: 
Keepe comfort to you, and this Morning see 180 

You do appeare before them. If they shall chance 
In charging you with matters, to commit you: 

165. diw: ilaB-3-4F. 173. Praefii: pieclpi«-i-4F. 
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The belt perswuioni to the contrary 

F*ile not to u«c, ind with whiC vchcmcncie 

Th'occuion shall insimci you. If intreatiea 

Will render you Do remedy, this Ring 

Deliver them, and your Appeals to us 

There make before them. Looke, the goodman weeps: 

He's honest on mine Honor. Gods blest Mother, 

I sweare he is true-hearted, and a soule 190 

None belter in my Klngdome. Gel you gone^ 

And do as I have bid you. Exit Crtitmtr. 

He ha's strangled his Language in his teares. 

Enter Oldt Ladj. \L»vell f«llmiing.'\ 

Gtnt.within. Come backe: what meane you? 

Lady. lie not come backe, the tydings ihat t bting 
Will make my boldnease, manners. Now good Atigds 
Fly o're thy Royall head, and shade thy person 
Under their blessed wings. 

King. Now by thy lookes ioo 

I gesse thy Message. Is ihe Queene delivcr'df 
Ssy I, and of a boy. 

Lady. I, I my Liege, 
And of a lovely Boy: the God of heaven 
Both now, and ever blesse her: 'Tis a Gyrle 
Promises Boyes heercafter. Sir, your Queen 
Desires your Visitation, and to be 
Acquainted with this stranger; 'tis as like you. 
As Cherry, is to Cherry. 

King. Ltvell. no 

Lov. Sir. 

King. Give her an hundred Markes. 
He to the Queene. Exit King. 
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Lady, An hundred Markea? By thislight.IlehamoTe. 
An ordinary Groomc is for such payment. 
I will have marc, or scold il out of him. 
Said I for this, the Gyrle was like to him? He 
Have more, or else unsay't: and now, while 'm hoc. 
He put it to the issue. Exit Laiie, 



Scena Secunda. 

[Before the caundl-chamber. Punuivants, Page!, 

i^c, aiteuding.'^ 

Enter Cranmer, Arcbhyihtp cf Canterbury. 
Cran. I hope I am not too lace, and yec the Gentleman 
That was sent-to mc from the Councell, pray'd me 
To make great hast. All fast? Whatmeann this? Hoa? 
Who waites there? Sure you know me? 

Enter Keeper. 
Keep. Yes, my Lord: 
But yec I cannoC heipe you. 

Cran. Whyf lo 

Keep. Your Grace must waight till you be call'd for. 

Euier Doctor But). 

Cran. So. 

Bats. [Aside'] This is a Peere of Malice: 1 am glad 
1 came this way so happily. The King 
Shall understand it presently. Exit B«ts 

Cran-lJiide] 'T'n Buts. 
The Kings Physidan, as he past along 
How earnestly he caac his eyes upcjn me: 

3.17-19. 1 1. ending blm, now, Imub-Stiivihi. 
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Pray hetven he aound not my disgrace: for certaineso 
This is of purpose laid by some that hate mc, 
^God turne their hearts, I never sought their malice) 
To quench mine Honor; they would shame to mate cat 
Wait else at doore: a fellow Councclior 
'Mong Boyes, Groomes, and Laclteyes, 
But th«r pleasures 
Must be fiilfill'd, and I attend with patience. 



Buti. lie shew your Grace Che strangest sight. 30 

King. What's that Bats> 

Butts, I thinkc your Highnesse saw this many a day. 

Kin. Body a me: where is it^ 

Butts. There my Lord; 
The high promotion of his Grace of Canterbury, 
Who holds his State at dore 'mongst Pursevants, 
Pages, and Foot-boyes. 

Kin. Ha? 'Tis he indeed. 
Is this the Honour they doe one another? 
' Tis well there's one above 'em yet; I had thought 40 
They had parted ao much honesty among 'cm. 
At least good manners; as not thus to suffer 
A man of his Plat-c, and ao neere our favour 
To dance attendance on their Lordships pleasures. 
And at the dore too, lite a Post with Packets: 
By holy Mary (^Bults) there's knavery; 
Let 'em alone, and draw the Curtaine close: 
We shall heare more anon. [^Extent.] 

iS-6. I l.-Rowi. 33. m o'-Pon. 
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[Scene iii. Tbg cBUHcil-cbamber.'^ 

A CeunceilTaiif breugbt in with Cbajresand SlBBles,and 
flecedundertbi Slate. Enter Lord Chanceilaur, placet 
himself e at the upper end of the Table, on the left hand: 
A I Seaie being left void above him,ai f or Canterhuriei 
State. I Duke of Sufolie,Diike of Norfalie, Surrey, 
Lord Cham- I berlaine, Gardiner, seat themselves in 
Order on each side. \ Cromteell at lower end, as Sec- 
retary. \_Keeper at the door.'j | 
Chan. Speake to the buiincwe, M. Secretary; 
Why are we met in Councell? 

Crpm. Pleue your Honours, 10 

The chiefe cause concemes his Grace of Canterbury. 
Card. Ha's he had knowledge or it? 
Cram. Yes. 

IVorf. Who waita there? 
Keep. Without my Noble Lords? 
Card. Yes. 

Keep. My Lord Archbishop: 
And lia'a done halfe an houre to know your pletiures. 
Chan. Let him come in. 
Keep. Your Grace may enter now. 20 

Cranmer apfrocbes the Coancell Table. 
Chan. My good Lord Archbishop, I'm very sorry 
To sit hcere at this present, and behold 
That Chayre stand empty: But we all arc men 
In our owne natures traile, and capable 
Of our fleahjfew are Angelsj out of which frailty 
And want of wisedome, you that best should teach us. 
Have misdemean'd your selfe, and not a little; 
Toward the King first, then his Lawes, in filling 
The whole Realme, by your teaching & your Chaplaines 
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(For so we are Jaforni'd) with new opinions, ji 

Divert and duigeroui; which are Heresies; 
And not refonn'd, may prove pemiciou*. 

Gard. Which Reformation must be sodaine too 
My Noble Lords; for those that tame wild Horses, 
Pace 'em not in their hands to make 'cm gentle; 
But stop their mouthes with stubborn Bits & spurTc'cm, 
Till they obey the mannage. If we suffer 
Out of our easinesse and childish pitty 
To one mans Honour, this contagious sicicnesse; 40 
Farewell all Physicke: and what followes then? 
Commotions, uprores, with a general! Taint 
Of the whole State; as of late dayes our neighbours. 
The upper Germany can deerely witnesse: 
Yet freshly pitticd in our memories, 

Cran. My good Lords; Hitherto, in all the Progress 
Both of my Lite and Office, I have labour'd. 
And with no little study, that my teaching 
And the strong course of my Authority, 
Might gae one way, and safely; and the end 50 

Was ever to doe well: nor is there living, 
(I speakc it with a single heart, my Lords) 
A man that more detests, more iiirres against, 
Both in his private Conscience, and his place, 
De&cers of a publique peace then I doe: 
Pray Heaven the King may never find a heart 
With lesse AUcgeancc in it. Men that make 
Envy, and crooked malice, nourishment; 
Dare bite the best. I doe beseech your Lordship*, 
That in this case of Justice, my Accusers, 6a 

Be what they will, may stand forth face to face. 
And freely urge against me, 

Stt^. Nay, my Lord, 
That cannot be; you are a Counsellor, 



HENRY THE EIGHT [V. iii. so-79 

And by that vercue no man dare accuse you. 

Gari. My Lord, because we have busines of more mo- 

We will beshort with you, 'Tis hia Hignewc pleasure 
And our consent, for betler tryall of you. 
From hence you be committed to the Tower, 
Where being but a private man againe, 70 

You shall know many dare accuse you boldly. 
More then (I feare) you are provided for. 

Cran. Ah my good Lord Q^Wincbeiter-.Y'AwsitJt you. 
You are alwayes my good Friend, if your will passe, 
I shall both iindc your Lordship, Judge and Juror, 
You are so mercifoll. I see your end, 
'Tis my undoing. Love and meekenesse. Lord 
Become a Churchman, better then Ambidon: 
Win straying Soules with modesty againe. 
Cast none away: That I shall clccrc my selfe, 80 

Lay all the weight ye can upon my patience, 
I make as little doubt as you doe conscience. 
In doing dayly wrongs. I could say more. 
But reverence to your calling, makes me modest. 

Gard. My Lord, my Lord, you are ■ Sectary, 
That's the plaine truth; your painted glossc discovers 
To men that understand you, words and weaknesse. 

Crem. My Lord of Wincbater, y'are a little. 
By your good favour, too sharpe; Men so Noble, 
How ever ftultly, yet should finde respect go 

For what they have becnc: 'lis ■ cruelty. 
To load a falling man. 

Gard. Good M. Secretary, 
I cry your Honour mcrde; you may worst 
Of all this Table say 50, 

^.fauhly. raulty-1.4F. 
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Crtm. Why my Lord? 

GarJ. Doe not I know yon for a Favourer 
Oftbu new Sea? ye are not sound. 

Crtm. Not sound? 

Card. Not sound I say. 100 

Crtm. Would you were hilfe so honest.- 
Mens prayers then would seeke you, not their feans. 

Card. I shall remember this bold Language. 

Crtrn, Doe. 
Remember your bold liic too. 

Cham. This is too much; 
Porbeare for shame my Lords. 

GarJ. I have done. 

Crfia. And I. 

Cham. Then thus for you my LtH'd, it stands agred 
I take it, by all voyces: That forthwith, in 

You be convaid to ih'Tower a Prisoner; 
There to remaine till the Kings turther pleasure 
Be knowne unto us: are you all agreed Lords. 

A//. We are. 

Cran. la there no other way of mercy. 
But I must needs to th'Tower my Lords? 

Gard. What other. 
Would you expect? You are strangely troublesome: 
Let some o'th'Guard be ready there. no 

£nUr ibe Guard. 

Cmn. For mef 
Mnii t goe like a Traytor thither? 

Gard. Receive him. 
And see him safe i'th'Tower. 

Cran. Stay good my Lords, 
I have a little yet to say. Looke there my Lords, 
By vertue of that Ring, I take my cause 
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Out of the gripei of cniell men, and give it 

To 3 most Noble Judge, the King my M«i«ter. 1 30 

Cham. Thu is the Kings Ring. 

Sur. 'Tia no counterfeit. 

Suf, 'Ts the right Ring, by Heav'n: I told ye all. 
When wc first put thi» dangerous stone a rowltng, 
'Twold ftll upon our selves. 

Norf. Doc you chinke my Lords 
The King vvill suffer but the little finger 
Of this man to be vez'd^ 

Cbtim. Tis now too cenaine; 
How much more is his Life in value with him^ 140 
Would I were fairely out on't. 

Crsm, My mind gave me. 
In seeking tales and Informations 
Against this man, whose honesty the Divell 
And his Disciples onely envy at. 
Ye blew the fire chat burnes ye: now have at ye. 

Enter King frotening ea tbem, lakes bis Stale. 

Gard. Dread Soveraigne, 
How much are we bound to Heaven, 
In dayly chankes; that gave us such a Prince; I Jo 
Noi onely good and wise, but most religious: 
One that in all obedience, makes the Church 
The cheete ayme of his Honour, and to strengthen 
That holy duty out of deare respect. 
His Royall selfe in Judgement comes to heare 
The cause betwixt her, and this great o^nder. 

Kin. You were ever good at sodaine Commendations, 
Bishop of Winebester. But know 1 come not 
To heare such flattery now, and in my presence 

13J. 'Ti; 'Ti»-1-4F. i4>-9- ' l.-Pon, 
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They we too thin, ind ba»e to hide ofiences, 160 

To me yoa cannot reach. You play the Spaniell, 

And thinke with wa^iing of your tongue to win me; 

Bat whattoere thou tak'st me for; I'm sure 

Thou hate a cniell Nature and a bloody. 

[TV CranmtrX Good man sit downe: Now let me see 

the proudest j 

Hee, that dam moat, but wag his linger at thee. 

By all that's holy, he had better starve. 

Then but once thinke hb place becomes thee not. 

Siir. May it please your Grace; 

Kin, No Sir, it doe's not please me, 170 

I had thought, I had had men of some understanding, 
And wisedome of my Couucell; but I linde none: 
Was it discretion Lords, to let this man. 
This good man (few of you deserve that Title) 
Thia honest man, wait like a lowaic Foot-boy 
At Chamber dorcf and one, as great as you are? 
Why, what a shame was thiap Did my Cominisston 
Bid ye ao farre forget your aelves? I gave ye 
Power, as he was a Counsellour to try hitn, 
Not asa Groome: There's some of ye, I sec, 180 
More out of Malice then Integrity, 
Would trye him to the utmost, had ye meane,! 
Which ye shall never have while I live. ^pomer 

Cbaa. Thus farre 
My most dread Soveraigne, may it like your Grace, 
To let my tongue excuse all. What was purpos'd 
Concerning his Imprisonment, was rather 
(If there be feith in men) meant for hb Tryall, 
And faire purgation to the world then malice, 
I'm sure in me. 190 

Kin. Well, well my Lords respect him, 
i6g. £11; tbii-Rowi. 
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Take him, and use him well; hee's worthy of it. 

I will say thus much for him, if a Prince 

May be beholding to a Sul^ct; 1 

Am for his love and service, so to him. 

Make me no more adoc, but all embmce him; 

Be friends for shame myLorda: My Lord of Canteriary 

I have a Suite which you must not deny mec. 

That is, a &ure young Maid thai yet wants Baptisms, 

You mutt be God&ther, and answere for her. 200 

Cran. The greatest Monarch now alive may glory 
In such an honour: how may I deserve it. 
That am apoore and humble Subject to you? 

JTiin. Come, come my Lord, you'd spare your spoones; 
You shall have two noble Partners with you: the old 
Duchcsse oKNarfalke, and Lady Marquesse Dorseti will 
these please you? 

Once more my Lord oi Winchester, I charge you 
Embrace, and love this man. 

Gard. With a true heart, 210 

And Brother; love I doe it. 

Cran, And let Heaven 
Witnesse how deare, I hold this Confirmation. 

Kilt. Good Man, those joyfiill teares ahew thy true 
hearts, | 

The common voyce 1 see is verilied 
Of thee, which sayes thus: Doe my Lord oi Canterbury 
A shrewd turne, and hce's your friend for ever; 
Come Lords, we trifle time away: I long 
To have this young one made a Christian. 
As I have made ye one Lords, one remainej 220 

So I grow stronger, you more Honour gaine. Exeunt. 

104. jeu'J: yould-CAHBiiiioi. 

III. Bnrbtr; Iwi: brother-love-MALom. 

114. htarit: Iieart'2-4P. 
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Scena Tertia. 

[Scene iv. The palate yarJ.'\ 

Nrfie and Tumult mtbin: Enter Farter and 

Part. You'l leave your noyse anou ye RmoIi; doe 
you tike the Court for Parish Girden: ye rude Slives, 
leave your gaping: 

Within. Good M, Porter I belong to th'Larder. 

ftrr. Belong to ih' Ga]lowea,and be hang'd ye Rogue: 
It this a place to roare in.^ Fetch me a dozen Crab-tree 
itavei, and itrong ones; these are but switches to 'em; 
He scratch your heads; you must beaeeing Chnsteningi.' 
Do you looke for Ale, and Cakes heere, you rude 
Raikallt? rj 

Man. Fray Sir be patient; 'tis as much impossible, 
Unlesse wee sweepe 'em from the dorewith Canoons, 
To scatter 'cm, as 'tis to make 'cm sleepe 
On May-day Morning, which will never be: 
We may as well push against Powles^ as atirre 'em. 

Par. H«w got they in, and be hang'd? 

Man. Alas I know not, how gets the Tide in? zo 
As much as one sound Cudgell of foure foote, 
(You see the poorc remainder) could distribute, 
I made no spare Sir. ' St. Paul' i Church 

Part. You did nothing Sir. 

Man. 1 am not Sampson, nor Sir Guy, nor Coleirand, 
To mow 'em downe before me: but if I spar'd any 
That had a head to hit, either young or old. 
He or shee. Cuckold or Cuckold- maker: 

5. Pariih: Parli-^P. 
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Let me ne're hope to see a CKine agiine. 

And that I would not for a Cow, God Mve her. 30 

fVitbin. Do you heare M. Porter? 

Perl. I shall be with you preiently, good M. Puppy, 
Keepe the dore close Sirha. 

Man. What would you have mc doe? 

Psr. What should you doe. 
But knock 'em downe by th'dozena? Is this More fields 
to muster in? Or have wee some strange Indian with the 
great Toile, come to Court, the women so besiege us? 
Blcsse mc, what a fiy of Fornication is at dorc? On my 
Christian Conscience this one Christening will beget a 
thousand, here will bee Father, God-father, and all to- 
gether, tvill-a' -tbe-iaiip ^cap ^Help! 4Z 

Man. The Spoones will be the bigger Sir: There is 
a fellow somewhat neere the doore, he should be a Brasi- 
er by hia fece, for o'my conscience twenty of the Dog- 
dayesnowrcignein's Nose; all that stand about him are 
under the Line, they need no other pennance; that Fire- 
Dralce* did I hit three times on the head, and three times 
was his Nose discharged agunai mee; hee stands there 
like a Morter-piece to blow us. There was a Habberda- 
shers Wife of small wit, neere him, that rail'd upon me, 
till her pinck'd porrenger* fell off her head, for kindling 
such a combustion in the State. 1 mist the Meteor once, 
and hit that Woman, who cryed out Clubbes,* when I 
might see from farre, some forty Tnincheoners draw to 
her succour, which were the hope o'th'Strond where she 
was quartered; they fell on, I made good my place; at 
length they came to th'broomestiffe to me, Idefide'em 
atil.when sodainly a File of Boyes behind 'em, loose shot, 
deliver'd such a showre of Pibbles, that I was fiune to 
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draw mine Honour in, ind let 'em win [he Worke, the 
Kvell wu amongst 'em I thinke surely. 6t 

P»r. These are the youthi that thunder at a Playhouse, 
and light (br bitten Apples, that no Audience but At 
tribulation of Tower Hill, or the Limbes of LJmehouse, 
iheir dcare Brothers are able to endure. I have some of 
'cm in Limit Pairum, and there they are like to dincc 
Eheae three dayes; besides the running Banquet of two 
Beadles, that is to come. 

Enifr Lard Chamber laine. 70 

Cham. Mercy o'me: what a Multitude are heere! 
They grow still too; from all Parts they are comming, 
As if we kept a Faire hcerc? Where are these Porters? 
These lazy knaves^ Y'have made a fine hand fcllown^ 
Thercs a trim rabble let in: are all these 
Your faithfull ftiends o'lh'Suburbs? We shall have 
Great store of roome no doubt, lelt for the Ladies, 
When they passe backe from the Christening? 

Par. And' t please your Honour, 
We are but men; and what so many may doe, So 
Not being tome a pieces, wc have done: 
An Army cannot rule 'em. ' liquer-baiiUs 

Cham. As r live. 
If the King blame me for't; He lay ye all 
By th' heeles, and sodainly: and on your heads 
Clap round Fines for neglect: y'are lazy knaves. 
And heere ye lye baiting of Bombards,* when 
Ye should doe Service, Harke the Trumpets sound, 
Th'arc come already from the Christening, 
Go breake among the preasse, and linde away out 90 
To let the Troope passe iiiirely; or He finde 
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A MarshallKy,! shall hold ye p\ty these iwo Monthes. 
Per. Make way there, for the Princeue. ^frissn 
Man. You great fellow, ^ teaolen jackit 

Stand close up, or He make your head ake. 
Par. You i'th' Chamblct,^ get up o'th'raile. 

He pecks' you o're the pales else. Exeunt, ^pitch 

Scena Quarta. 
[Scene v. The palatt."] 

Enter Trumpets sounding: Tbentwo Aldermen.L.Mahr, 
Garter, Cranmer. Duke ofNorfotke with his Marshals 
Staffe, Duke af SuffsHetiwe Noblemen, bearing great 
standing Botvles fur the Christening GaifH: Then 
foure I 'Noblemen bearing a Canopy, under tabieh the 
Dutchesie of | Norfolke, GoJmotber, bearing the 
Cbilde richly habited in | a Mantle, ijc. Traine 
borne by a Lady: Then follewes | the Marcbionesst 
Derset, the ather Godmother, and La- | dies. The 
Treope passe once about the Stage, and Gar- | ler 
speakes. \ 1 1 

Gart. Heaven 

From thy endlesse goodnesse, send prosperous life. 

Long, and ever happie, to the high and Mighly 

Princesae of England Elizabeth. 

Flourish. Enter King and Guard. 
Cran. \Kneeling\ And to your Royall Grace, & the 
good Queen, | 

My Noble Partners, and my selfe thus pray 
All comfort, joy in this most gracious Lady, 

96. Citamilcl: Mmlet-STEEiEHS (l793). 
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HravcD ever laid up to make Pwenu happy, 20 

May hourely fiill upon ye. 

Kin. Thanke you good Lord Archlnthop: 
What \t her Name/ 

CrttM. EHxabttb. 

Kin. Stand up Lord, \Tbf King kisiei the cbiU.'\ 
With this Kisse, take my Bleaiing; God protect thee. 
Into whoK hand, I give ihy life. 

Cran. Amen. 

Kin. My Noble Goiupt, y'have beene too Prodigal!; 
[ thanke ye heartily; So shall this Lady, 30 

When she ha's 10 much English. 

Cran, Let me apeake Sir, 
For Heaven now bids me; and the words I utter. 
Let none thinke Flattery; for thcy'l findc 'em Truth, 
This Royall Infant, Heaven still move about her; 
Though in her Cradle; yet now promises 
Upon this Xjuid a thousand thousand Blessings, 
Which Time shall bring to ripeneBsc: She shall be, 
(But few now living can behold that goodnesse) 
A Patteme to all Princes living with her, 40 

And all that shall succeed: Sehe was never 
More covetous of Wisedome, and faire Vertuc 
Then this pure Soule shall be. All Princely Graces 
That mould up such a mighty Piece as this is. 
With all the Vertues that attend the good. 
Shall still be doubled on her. Truth shall Nurse her, 
Holy and Heavenly thoughts still Counsell her: 
She shall belov'dandfear'd. Her owne shall blesse her; 
Her Foes shake like a Field of beaten Come, 
And hang their heads with lonow: 50 

Good growes with her. 

So-i. I l.--»Rowi. 
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la her dayes. Every Man shiU e«te in safety. 
Under his owne Vine what he plants; aod sing 
The merry Songs of Peace to alt his Ndghbourg. 
God shall be tmely knowne, and those about her. 
From her ahall read the perfect way of Honour, 
And by those rUime iheir grcatnesse; not by Blood. 
Nor ahall ihis peace slcepe with her: But as when 
The Bird ef Wonder dyes, the Mayden Phoenix, 
Her Ashes new create another Heyre, 60 

Aa great in admiration aa her selfe. 
So shall ahe leave her Blesscdnease to One, 
(When Heaven aha] call her from thisclowdofdarknes) 
Who, from the sacred Aahes of her Honour 
Shall Star-like rise, as great in lame as she waa, 
Andsoatandfii'd, Peace, Plenty, Love, Truth, Terror, 
That were the Servants to this choaen Infant, 
Shall then be hia, and like a Vine grow 10 him; 
Where ever the bright Sunne of Heaven shall shine. 
His Honour, and the greatnesse of his Name, 70 

Shall be, and make new Nations. He shall ilouriah. 
And like a Mountaine Cedar, reach his branches. 
To all the Plaines about him: Our Cbildrena Children 
Shall see thia, and blesae Heaven. 

Kin. Thou speakest wonders. 

Criia. She shall be to the happinesse of England, 
An aged Princesse; many dayes shall see her. 
And yet no day without a deed to Crowne it. 
Would I had knowne no more; But she must dye. 
She must, the Saints must have her; yet a Virgin, 80 
A most unspotted Lilly ahall she pisae 
To th'ground, and all the World ahall moume her. 

Kin. O Lord Archbishop 

56. loay: wayi-^F. 
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Thou hut nude mc now a man, never before 
Thig hippy Child, did I get any' thing. 
This Oracle of comfort, ha'> to plras'd me. 
That when I am in Heaven, I shall desire 
To see what this Child does, and praise my Maker. 
I ihanke ye all. To you my good Lord Maior, 
And you good Brethren, I am much beholding: 90 
I have receiv'd much Honour by your presence. 
And ye shall lind me thankfull. Lead the way Lords, 
Ve must all see the Queene, and she must thanke ye, 
She will be aicke els. This day, no man thinke 
'Has bntinesse at hia house; for all shall stay: 
This Little-One shall make it Holy-day. Exetat. 

The Efilocve. 

Til ten ti me, tbii Play can never phase 
All that are beere: Some tome to lake their ease. 
And sleepe an Ait or wsb; but those we feare 
W have frighted with eur Tumpets: sa 'tis cleare. 
They' I say lis naught. Others to heare the City 
Aias' d extreamly, and to cry that's witty, 
Which wee have not done neither; that I fear t 
All the expected goad w' art like to heare. 
Far this Play at this time, is onely in 10 

The mercifull construction of good women. 
Far such a one we shew'd 'em: If they smile. 
And say twill doe; I know within a while. 
All the best men are ours; for 'tis ill hap. 
If they bald, when their Ladies hid 'em clap, 

FINIS. 

Ep. S- Tumpett! trumpctB-l-^F, 
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